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large yard; and in summer this yard was
filled with little flower-beds shining with pe-
tunias, portulacas, and zinnias. In their centre
was a sputtering little fountain, and near the
fountain were two artificial deer and a small
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TWO CITIZENS

Lulu Hoffman was, indeed, a child to delight
the heart of any parent. Although she was
only sixteen years old, she wore long dresses,
andy her hair coiled in beautiful thick yellow
braids at the back of her head. She had large,
gay, blue eyes, fresh pink cheeks, and dim-
ples. To these gifts of nature she had added
the most happy attainments of art: for she
sang and played upon the piano, both by ear
and by note. By note she played “ Songs with-
out Words,” and compositions like *Sivery
Thistle” and “ Rippling Waves” For her
teacher encouraged in her a taste for crystal
runs and tinkling-bell effects. By ear, she
played compositions like the “ Douglas Two-
Step,” so rhythmically that, as soon as she be-
gan, all her little brothers went tooting and
prancing about the room. Besides this, she
could bake coffee-cake, crisp, brown, and shin-
ing outside, and feathery as a marshmallow
inside ; and little frosted German spice-cakes,
rich and heavy, filled with citron and wal-
nuts and raisins, and flavored with wine.

In the same city with J. Hoffman, there
lived an American, in very moderate circum-
stances.

His business was writing, in a conventional
and academic style, critical reviews, express-
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world, this susceptibility gave him a wide
scope for suffering.
Richard Elliot, such was the name of this
young man, took a walk one Sunday after-
noon with a congenial friend, also a refined
man; and on this walk they passed the house
of J. Hoffman.
J. Hoffman and the Professor were smoking
their pipes at the summer-house; the flowers
were all blooming and shining; the little
boys were playing noisily on the grass; and
through the window the notes of the “ Douglas
;Ii’lwo-Step” were sounding clearly and cheer-
lly.
Ric{xard Elliot felt sickened when he observed
all this. « The life of the middle-class Amer-
ican is sometimes painfully hideous, is it
not?” he said to his friend.
“Yes,” rcglied the friend, “ that kind of thing
is pretty bad.”
« However,” continued Richard Elliot, ¢ most
middle-class Americans are foreigners.” This
was his idea of being delightful. “ We are
ruled and governed by that kind of person,”
he pursued. “ They hold all our city offices.”
«“It gives the other kinds of men time for
other kinds of things,” answered the friend.
That is what they said. What they thought

[13]
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Soon after this occasion he went to see her, on
the pretext of returning an umbrella he had
found leaning against a tree in the park—one
which, as it was his own, could not possibly
be hers.

On this visit he walked around the little
gravel-paths among the flower-beds, with Mr.
Hoffman and the %’rofessor, and he showed a
Jjust appreciation of the fountain and the deer.
“This is evidently your own idea, Mr. Hoff-
man,” he would say. *Something quite out of
the common.” In making these remarks he
expressed less his own thoughts than what he
divined to be his host’s feelings.

In the house he interested himself deeply in
the Professor’s rendering and explanation of
“ The Storm in the Alps,” a very intricate musi-
cal composition in which the flashes of light-
ning were expressed, musically, by shrieking
chromatic scales, and the clattering hoofs of
the alarmed chamois by a rapid staccato pol-
ka. An Alpine horn sounding revedlé was
occasionally recognizable among the crashes
of thunder in the bass notes; and the mourn-
ful song of a young Swiss peasant girl, in the
highest treble, and with a great deal of soft
pedal, was effectively introduced immediately
after the thunder.

[15]
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But what he liked most was the Hoffmans’
easy and affectionate goodness. He had
seen a great many households where good-
ness was made a point, but it had been more
obtrusive and awkward; often it was blunted
into an insulting benevolence. The Hoff-
mans’ goodness was unassertive, unpuritanic,
and simple, like the natural and unsought
goodness of the Golden Age.

As for Lulu, he had known almost from the
first that he was in love with her. She
treated him always with a bashful respect, as
if he were years older than herself; and this
might have hurt him, if she had not blushed
whenever she found him looking at her, and
whenever she blushed he felt hallowed. In
her presence the young man’s every naggin
discgmfort and zvonl'lyg vanished. hegng h%
was with her, he experienced a complete
happiness; and he felt a deeper reverence
for her than for anything else he had ever
known. Her spirit was as fresh and beauti-
ful as the azure depths of the sky. She lived
to be happy and to give happiness, to delight
the hearts of the people she loved. She was
as incapable of giving pain as the sun would
be of radiating coldness instead of warmth.
‘When Tom Elliot offered to take his brother

[17]
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peared to him as other lepers. He sat on his
chair in a tentative way, and answered the
Hoffmans’ simple and genial remarks with
“Indeed” and “ Ah, I see,” in a cautiously
uncompromising manner and with studied
inattention. -

The Hoffmans thought he was quiet and
shy. To understand that he wished to snub
them on account of his superior social ad-
vantages would have been as impossible to
them as it would have been to kittens or to
angels. This was the balm with which Tom
quieted his spirit at those moments of the call
when he most wished to throttle his brother.
He went back to the Hoffmans’ on the very
same evening, and took Lulu for a long drive.
This was rather surprising to Mr. Hoffman.
It has been hinted that he was not embar-
rassed by modesty; and he had always re-
ceived Tom rather as a visitor of his own
than as a friend of Lulu’s. He had supposed
that Tom had some vaguely official connec-
tion with the Lutheran Sunday-school, and
he had regarded his presence in the house
much as he regarded the Professor’s. He was
slightly puzzled now, as he might have been
if Tom had come with a horse and carriage
to take Otto or Maxie out driving,
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most refined. By this test, too, he could find
that the daughter of a square-dealing and in-
nocent boodler had received a great favor in
being married by the brother of a crooked-
dealing and sophisticated literary critic.
However, as has been said, he was willing to
be supported by the Elliots. He even wrote
for their children some juvenile versions of
the Greek m which were much enjoyed
by many ladies. The children, though, used
to slide on their chairs and wriggle when the
myths were read aloud to them; and they
much preferred the amusement of being
chased and poked by their young uncles,
Otto and Maxie.

[21]
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VERY limited
oung man, Mr.
eetie Geiger, once

worked in the office

of the V. R. & N.

Railroad.

He was a short,

stocky fellow, with

bright blue eyes,

thick hands, and a

brisk manner. He

wore very light
suits, pink shirts,
and his hat either over one eye or far on the
back of his head.
He worked like a nailer, and supported a
mother and two sisters just as ably as though
he had been quite unlimited.
They respected his ability, loved his good-
nature, and madly doted on a peculiar, subtle
%‘uality they called his *“’cuteness.”
his he showed by his manner of wearing his
hat over one eye, by signing his name “ P. T.
Geiger, alias P. D. Q.,” and by dancing a
[25]
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Daisy Andersen, on first seeing Peetie Gei-
ger, had really felt just as his sisters and his
mother felt, but the fetters of her sex restrained
her from any such display as his.
Afterward, when Peetie observed that Daisy
was not working, he would, in rare moments
of leisure, go into the room where she was,
and sit with one leg thrown over the office-
table, to show off for her benefit and to ad-
mire her.
He soon fell into the way of taking her to
park-concerts, to walk on Sunday afternoons,
and sometimes to the theatre. In the course of
these amusements he admired her daily more
and more. Everything she said and did, her
way of turning her handkerchief, of pushin,
in her side-combs, and even her custom o
wdering outrageously, seemed to him won-
sgrfully e?egantr:gnd cglrrect.
Daisy Andersen, on her side, besides being
charmed by the “cuteness” of her friend, was
honestly thrilled by his goodness.
She had in her own family, in Moline, Il
two worthless brothers, and she knew how to
appreciate in Peetie Geiger certain stanch
and splendid qualities.
She loved him; and when he asked her to
marry him, she promised. But as she herself
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to have her sitting with his family, as though
she were one of them; and when he kissed
her good-night in his parlor, she was entirely
happy.

After they had been engaged for ten years,
Peetie Geiger was taken ill with typhoid
fever and died. Daisy Andersen was with him,
and he held her hand and told her «“ He’d be
all right,” and “She was a Daisy anyhow.”
This had been a ten-years-old jest between
them.

Perhaps she was. At least she took care of
the mother and sisters afterward, and just as
ably and as quietly as though she had been
quite unlimited.

[29]
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HROUGH the rooms and halls
¢ {} of a high building on Wabash
Avenue there sound all day, and
sometimes far into the mght,
#===—=25 the note and phrase and rh
of beating music. Scales and chords, rob-
bing violin tones, clear piano arpeggios, and
soaring voices quiver in the air; and almost
at the same moment one may hear wavering
through the open doors of studios and prac-
tise-rooms endeavor at the technique of art,
and its result swelling through the transoms
of music- and concert-halls.
In one of the rooms of this building toiled
like a galley-slave Professor Alberto Wright,
a violin master. He was a tall, thin, brown
gentleman, of Italian-American parentage,
dressed always in Prince Albert coat, taper-
ing gray trousers, and a puffing white satin

[33]
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Miss Hallie was extremely pretty, with brown
curls and lazy, drifting blue eyes; she dressed
outrageously, almost always wearing her
brother’s round felt hat; and she was so in-
dolent that Professor Alberto often nearly
wept at her slovenly runs and double thirds.
She lived with her father, Dr. Patterson, her
semi-invalid mother, Mrs. Patterson, her sis-
ter, Linda, her young brother, Clement, and
Poley, in a large frame house, out on the West
Side. When the doctor had moved into this
house, twelve years before, he had had the ceil-
ings frescoed, velvet carpets put on the floors,
and small statuettes of Italian marble placed at
the windows ; and the house had received al-
most no attention since. Mrs. Patterson cared
not a pinabout the place. The doctor, after his
one week’s brilliant dash into housekeeping,
was soon absorbed in his business again; and
Hallie and Linda managed the house and
brought themselves up, with Poley’s assist-
ance.

They certainly managed the house very ill.
It was bare and dingy and almost always so
cold that one had to wear a shawl. Hallie,
Linda, and Mrs. Patterson always wore shawls;
Clement grumbled frightfully about the cold,
and in the wintriest weather kept his coat-col-

[ 35]
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lar ostentatiously turned up, and wore a bi-
cyclecap during dinner, while Professor Al-
berto, vounz Mr. Waters, Claudie Dawson,
and other youthtul admirers of Miss Hallie
and Miss Linda, otten sat th the meal at
the doctor's with teeth positively chattering.
Hallie and Linda had left school when they
were about twelve years old, and they spent
all their time in taking drives in a shambli
castoff phaeton ot the doctor’s with an ol
family-horse, in talking to a pet raccoon in the
buck yard, and in receiving calls. were
both pretty, both entirely amiable and indo-
lent and devoted to easy, unambitious pleas-
ures: and they both exercised a remarkable
fascination over men and boys of all kinds, so
that when Miss Hallie was not driving in the
phaeton or teeding the coon, her attention was
always occupied with some affair.
She simply had no conception of work, and
when Protessor Alberto would ask, crossly :
“ Miss Hallie, might I ask in what valuable
way you spend your time that not one scrap
is left for practice ?” she would merely glance
non-committally around the room, smiling
sweetly.
“ Will you do me the goodness to tell me
that, Miss Hallie 2”

[36]
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“ Why, Mistah Wright, the reason I coulden
practise yestahday was, I jus’ ran out to Aus-
tin with Mistah Watahs and Sist’ Linda and
a friend to get a few wild-flowahs.”
Professor Alberto nearly choked with rage at
these moments. In his early acquaintance with
Miss Hallie he had visited the Pattersons in
the hope of inducing Mrs. Patterson to spur
her daughter to practise—a hope soon dashed.
“ Ah wish Hallie would practise a little,” she
said, plaintively, in reply to Professor Alberto’s
remarks, “though Ah’d rathah she took the
piano instead of the fiddle, it seems so much
moah lady-like. Ah’m passionat’ly fond of mu-
sic mahself, Mistah Wright. Ah think every
lady ought to know a Jitrle something about it
—an’ that’s why Ah wanted to have daughtah
take it up.”
Mr. Wright twisted slightly in his chair.
“ Do you play ¢ Yuanita, Mistah Wright 2 It’s
right pretty—Clemmie, deah, please don’t do
that. It looks so rude.”—Clement was careless-
ly chinning himself at the parlor transom—
“ Don’t you think so, Professah 2 ” Mr. Wright
glanced discreetly at the floor. “The’ do get
on my nerves sometimes, Mistah Wright,
racketing around the way the’ do. Ah jus’ can’t
do anything with them. The’ don’t pay any
[37]
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an’ I look for ’em for an hour, I'll hide it
ln.”
“ Hush, Clemmie. Daughtah, Ah wish you
wouldn’t borrow Clemmie’s things so much.
Ah hate to see you in his hats the whole time ;
and Ahdon’t like tosee you wearing that black
lace scarf around your neck every day, Hal-
lie. It Zs handsome, Ah will allow, @’ becom-
ing—but so odd. Othah young ladies weah
linen collahs.”
“ Well, I asked Poley to get me some collars
downtown.”
« Miss Hallie, clean fergit tell you. Dee all
_out of youah size. Dee get it in to-day.”
This was the manner of Miss Hallie’s spur-
ring to work. However, one spring, after a
winter of blame and despair with Mr. Wright,
she was suddenly inspired with an intention
to do better. After all, she liked music better
than anything else; and the long effort of Mr.
Wright and the popularity and success of a
celebrated violinist visiting the city touched
her with a wish to endeavor to succeed in her
art and with an impatience of her technical
faults.
She practised for a month diligently and with
%r‘),od results, and when, late in May, Mr.
right determined to give a chamber con-
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eral times that she must not forget that some-
one would carry in her violin-stand and put
it up for her. At the same time she must for-
get the audience and put all her energies into
her work. But remember to stand facing the
house; and not to keep looking at the piano
when it was time for it to come in, in the
concerto—that gave a very awkward appear-
ance. She ought to have flowers. Everything
counted in the beginning of a career. He tore
out at the last moment and bought her some
—no one else, he was sure, could do it so
quickly—and handed them to her furiously.
Looking out from the side of the concert-
stage, poor Miss Hallie could see that the
chamber was crowded, and with a critical,
musical audience; though in the front row
sat a comfortable group of Dr. Patterson,
Clement, Linda, Claudie Dawson, and several
of the youthful admirers. Poley was wander-
ing restlessly near the entrance. He was al-
most as nervous as Professor Alberto.

The concert opened with two colorless trill-
ing numbers by frightened pupils; and then
Miss Hallie came out on the platform with
her violin. She looked very youthful and a
little pale and scared in Mrs. Patterson’s best
black grenadine dress and a little bonnet.

[41]
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« Lie still, daughter, lie still,” said her father,
gently. He poured a little wine for her, and
after she had drunk it Miss Hallie sat up on
the couch and began to cry. She could hear
the music of the next number sounding dim-
ly through the transom. * Oh, how terribly
Mistah Wright will feel,” she said. “ I don’t
know what was the matter with me. Heavens!
I nevah will go on that platform again. I want
you to tell Professah that I nevah will go neah
that platform. I simply can’t stand it.”

The doctor gazed on her in distress and soft-
ly closed the door on Linda, Clement, and
Poley. He soothed Miss Hallie as well as he
could, gave her a little wine, took off her un-
accustomed bonnet, and clumsily smoothed
her hair, with anxiety and tenderness written
on his lank, kind face.

« And, besides, I can’t stand it to see Mistah
Wright again, befoh we go home.”

The recollection of Mr. Wright's uncon-
trolled gloom arose before the doctor. « Per-
haps that would be as well,” he assented.

“ My daughter,” he continued, gravely, “I
know you feel now that life is closed to you. At
your age that is natural. I thought many times
when I was a young man that I could not pos-
sibly continue in the medical careah.” He

[43]
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after the concert was over and the sympathetic
musical friends had dispersed, and talked long
with Mr. Wright, who found him far more
satisfactory than any other of the Pattersons.
“You have taught my daughter nobly, sir,”
he said. “Nobly. I appreciate your work with
her, but for many reasons—temperamental
and othah reasons—she could never have a
musical careah. In my profession, and in all
professional work, sir, I have learned to ap-
preciate the necessity of not yielding to a sud-
den mood, and ah—application——"
Professor Alberto nearly fell on the doctor’s
neck.

That evening, while the doctor was sitting,in
his office, he heard Hallie’s violin quivering
and singing through the frescoed parlors. Mrs.
Patterson, in complainant confidences, was
murmuring to young Mr. Waters at one end
of the room, and Clement, Linda, and some
of the youthful admirers were sitting out on
the front steps, all rather silent, am% a little
tired from the exhausting day. Linda had near-
ly fallen asleep once or twice.

The fragrance of Professor Alberto’s roses
wafted through the empty rooms on the cool
spring wind blowing through the open win-

[45]
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Richard Elliot was a person of correct opin-
ions, approved convictions, and refined preju-
dices ; among these last was his admiration for
a young lady who occasionally visited at the
house of a friend of his mother’s.

She was a Miss Margaret Alden, an extremely
pretty girl, of “ Mayflower” immigrant tra-
dition, with straight features, light, smooth
* hair, gracefully arranged, and a rather scorn-
ful expression. She had no conception of any-
thing in creation but character: personality,
beauty, wit, art, trade, even happiness and
pain r};emselves, were to her vision all incon-
siderable as compared with character; and she
spent all her time either in observing other

ople’s or in developing her own.

She developed her own by thinking al-
most all other people far too unscrupulous
and by keeping a diary of the following
kind:

June 1st.—Oppressively warm yesterday evening.
But I determined not to succumb to the heat,
and gave up my afternoon nap. I dressed in my
blue organdie, and was reading in the library
when Richard Elliot and Mr. Paine were an-
nounced.

We had some conversation on modern literature,
Mr. Paine talked a great deal, rather loudly and dif-
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fusely. He seems to like almost everything, and
praises without restraint.

R. E. appeared slightly amused by Mr. Paine. He
himself said almost nothing. But I could see plainly
by little things, a lifting of the eyebrow or a mean-
ing silence, that on every subject we mentioned he
had thought more, and more deeply than Mr. Paine.
Here, again, is a habit of mind I should like to
acquire. I think emough, it is true, but not deeply
enough.

Mr. Paine brought me the «“ Adventures of Huck
Finn,” because I told him the other day I had never
read it. After his usual extravagant way, he said it
was his favorite work ; that he derived the purest joy
from it, and was never more happy than when he
was in the author’s power. He had liked it from the
first moment he laid eyes on it, when he was seven
years old.

He read out favorite portions, and several times
shouted aloud with laughter. I was not especially
amused ; neither, I believe, was R. E. When Mr.
Paine finished and handed me the book, R. E. re-
marked, however, with the quietest genial tact and
reserve : “ I am one who approves of humor. It has
its place. Shakespeare knew this; and the best of
us need a little laughter now and then.”

He certainly has the most wonderful poise. I have
read the book since, but have not exactly made up
my mind about it—am going over it again. I cannot
quite place it in modern art, and so cannot regard
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it as especially significant. Just what is its message
to progress ? Mr. Paine says that it has the finest
democracy, but I cannot find where the author
mentions democracy or reform at all.

To return to Mr. P.; I do not understand, or, to
be candid, like his being devoted at seven and at
twenty-seven in the same way to the same book.
This, of course, would not be possible toa man de-
veloping very eagerly, or living very strenuously ;
and sometimes I wonder if I am quite sincere in
letting him continue my friend, but hardly know
how to approach him on the subject.

It has been said that Richard Elliot bestowed
on Miss Alden a judicious and tempered ad-
miration; and no doubt, in that they were
both serious as the tomb, they found a com-
mon meeting-ground.

But why Charles should have cast his af-
fections on Miss Alden, his family often won-
dered.

His cousins nearly cried when they discov-
ered his entirely oﬁvious feeling. They said
that if Charles were married to Margaret Al-
den, his life would be one long grind; that
not only would he have a horrid time, but,
as he was worked upon very easily through
his affections, Miss Alden would soon change
him into a miserable, self-improving egoist.

[52]
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They worked themselves up to the highest
pitch of impatience.
If they had been more modest for Charles, or
better acquainted with Miss Alden, they need
not have been so disturbed. The fancy of that
ﬁoung lady could never have been touched

y a man as open as the day and as simple as
a fairy-tale, however generous his excellence;
further, there was the glamour of “R. E.’s ”
reserve and intricacy to lend positiveness to
her refusal of Charles, who was, at the time,
?uite incapable of appreciating his good
ortune.
If he could have known that he failed to
please because he was patently good and able
and funny, instead of non-committally weak
and dependent and solemn, perhaps he would
not have been soothed.
As it was, providence manifested itself. No
one could have supposed Margaret Alden’s
dismal stupidity an instrument of happiness.
Yet by this very means Charles was left free
for a happy marriage, within a few years, to
a good gir{ a golf champion, who shared al-
most all his prejudices.

By this means, too, Margaret Alden was

left free for a suitable marriage with a young
gentleman as introspective as herself; and to-
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gether they lead the happiest life of tearin

themselves over infinitesimal questions o

conscience, of developing their characters,
and of thinking almost everybody else far
too unscrupulous.

{541
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% One ugly trick has often spoiled
The loveliest and the best.
Matilda, though a pleasant child,
One ugly trick possessed.”
Jane TavLor.

ISS LUCY FOTHERIN-
GAY, a young lady of nine-
teen, extraordinarily pretty,
of sunny disposition and in-
dustrious habits, led a gossiping life of family
duties and attentions among her many cousins
and aunts in Chicago.
She was a fashionably dressed girl, with a
high, sweet voice and quick motions, not in
the least loud, but perpetually noisy, after a
gentle manner, like some small water-wheel.
The youngest of a large family of married
sisters, she was the devoted nurse of their del-
icate mother, and lived with her, and with the
eldest married sister, in Glencoe.
From this suburb Lucy and her invalid parent
sometimes made visits at the house of Gen-
eral “Shiloh” Shepard, Mrs. Fotheringay’s
brother. The general was a jocose, imperious,
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Mrs. Hoskin’s sister’s husband writes about it.
The Simpsons are going to have a new green
shingle-stain roof, like the Hoskin’s, because
the old one ”

General Shepard, at this point, would leave
the room in haste. In the seclusion of his li-
brary he would say to his wife:

“ Why, Lizzie, the child sets me nearly crazy!
‘What the — does she think I care about Cap-
tain Hunter’s cousin’s engagement ¢ Plague
take the girl! Can’t I have a little peace in
my own house ? How long is she going to
stay ¢ It’s no wonder poor Katie has nervous
prostration. Good Lord! Little Lucy will drive
me to the mad-house yet.”

“ Well, Wallace, you know perfectly well,
by this time, what Lucy is. She’s been com-
ing here now for nineteen years.”

It comes upon me afresh every time, Liz-
zie. Heaven knows I'm fond of the child.
But here I am, a poor old fellow, lived pa-
tiently through the wars and hardships, and
now to be faced down by this chattering chit.
Lord! Lord! What has thy man-servant done,
and the stranger within his gates 2” General
Shepard consciously and unconsciously often
garbled to his purpose quotation floating in
his lazy memory.
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is. Why, Wallace, that’s where the chil-

dren »?

They hurried to the door. General Shepard
called the newsboy, and, standing on the
door-step, read the news aloud—news that in
an instant’s flash cast them from the comfort-
able road of their daily life down an abyss of
miserable apprehension.

At the Great Western a balcony had fallen
and hurt many people underneath, some
slightly, some dangerously : at the time of the
hasty printing of the paper there had been no
opportunity to procure a list of the names;
but as soon as their senses began to come
back to them, both the General and Mrs.
Shepard realized that if anything very serious
had happened to Lucy they would probably
have heard of it before now; for the accident
occurred soon after the curtain rose at eight,
and it was then nearly twelve. On the other
hand, the play had not continued, and why
had she not come back ?

They agreed it was better not to awaken sis-
ter Katie. Mrs. Shepard would remain in the
house to receive any possible news, and the
general started upstairs for his overcoat and
hat.

As he came back, within a few moments,
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In the silence there sounded rapid whispering
upstairs.

“ Mother? You up! How killing! Here I
am whispering to keep from waking you up.
Such an exciting thing—you can’t imagine.
But you must go to bed or you’ll be simply
dead in the morning. I'm not going to sa
a word about it now—not one single word.

But in the morning I'll tell you everything.”
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namea lhomas 1aylor, a pros-
perous real-estate agent.
Further west, in the same city, is a two-story
red-brick house, with high steps. It is unique
in its row, because it has evidently been
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opened, inside, into the house next it ; for out-
side their steps have been made one by taking
down the railing between them. In this house
once lived, with his wife and children, a man
named Fred Einstein, a prosperous clothier.
When they were boys, Thomas Taylor and
Fred Einstein had been friends, and they had
spent a great deal of time together. When
they were men, they were friendly and they
spent no time together.
Fred Einstein never talked with Tom Tay-
lor, and never thought of him; and Tom
never talked with Fred Einstein, though he
sometimes thought of him, for every morn-
ing on his way downtown he passed Fred’s
clothing-store.
It was confidingly named “Fred’s Corner;”
and on bargain days there were prominent
white signs saying, “Give Us a Call” and
“Step Right In”; but Tom was never enticed
by these, though once, through the broad,
smooth, plate-glass windows, he saw Fred,
large, dark, and radiant, walking about
grandly among the bowers of artificial roses
erected in honor of what the newspapers ad-
vertised as “A Big Overcoat Event.”
So they would have remained unconnected
indefinitely, if it had not been for an incident
(681



THE FOX AND THE STORK

which, afterward, formed for many years the
most stirring recital in their wives’ anecdotes
of adventure.

One night in November, when Tom Taylor
was walking home from the street-car, along
a cross street, and just as he was passing an
alley a man rushed out of the alley and
stopped in front of him. At the same time a
man rushed from across the street, and seiz-
ing his elbows, stopped behind him.

The man in front held a revolver to Tom’s
head. The man behind came around in front
and began to go through his overcoat pockets;
when the revolver was knocked to the side-
walk ; the man who had held it was kicked
down; and the hands of his companion were
seized from behind by a large, swarthy Jew,
who had come up, noiselessly, evidently upon
a wheel, now leaning against the curb, and
had advanced quietly toward them over the
wet grass-plot.  Police! Help!” he roared,
while Tom picked up the revolver and
pointed it at its owner, who had got up and
was already far down the alley.

The Jew’s struggles and cries were, however,
quite ineffectual, for the man he was holding
managed to wrench himself away. He and his
accomplice proved more fleet than Tom and
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hisrescuer, and they were lost, before the police
and the neighbors had joined in their pursuit,
in an obscurity in which they forever remained.
It was not till Tom stopped and walked back
to the spot of his attack that he recognized
in the large, panting, dark object standing
there, the friend of his youth, Fred Einstein.

Fred Einstein’s association with Tom on this
occasion so stirred Mrs. Taylor that she went
with her husband to call on the Einsteins on
the very next evening.

The Einsteins were out. But Mrs. Taylor did
not allow this to chill her enthusiasm ; she in-
vited them to dine in the following week, and
in giving her invitation she had a pleased
sense of doing an act of high social nobility.
Tom experienced somewhat the same feeling.
He remembered Fred Einstein as a grubby,
good-natured boy in the high-school, with a
sense of humor so broad that it included
every form of scuffling, and that falling down
always made him laugh so that he had to
wipe his eyes, although he was a very sun of
kindliness. He was liked by everybody, and
he was, and had always remained, the life of
a large Jewish circle.

Tom felt that the general firmness and tight-

[ 70]



THE FOX AND THE STORK

ness of his home could not but be impressive
to one so large and lax; and no doubt he
wished to display all this to him, more than
he wished to furnish him with an evening of
pleasure.

It was with great satisfaction that he looked,
on the night of the Einsteins’ visit, at his neat
parlor, with its little, clean, bright, gold chairs,
and at his wife and her sister, Miss Minnie
Parker, from Pittsburg, who were sitting in
them, dressed in light wool clothes, tidily
piped and braided, and with their hair ar-
ranged in compact little frizzes.

The children were going to have their dinner
in the kitchen, and Tom rather regretted this,
for they were the very crown and zenith of
all the tightness and neatness.

They were two little girls with very short,
stiff’ skirts, very long, black legs, and very
close, sleek braids. When the door-bell rang,
they walked lightly and decorously down the
hall.

Tom was, afterward, glad that they had not
remained. He felt as if the Einsteins might
have spilled on them, they looked so enor-
mous and unconfined as they sat in the little
gold chairs.

Mrs. Einstein was a large Jewess, made in
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smooth, beautiful surfaces, like a dark gleam-
ing lacquer box. She was dressed magnifi-
cently in jet and black velvet, with brilliant
magenta satin shining about her; and she
looked very luxurious, liquid, and eastern in
the Taylors’ little, pale, bare parlor.

As for Fred, he was one tremendous piece of
Jewish good-nature; his small, bright, black
eyes sparkled pleasantly in his great face, and
his way of settling on the sofa seemed to in-
dicate a perfect trustfulness and comfort of
spirit.

He roared with laughter over the story of the
thieves, which everybody told over again.
Indeed, he continued to laugh loudly almost
to the very end of the evening, although,
after the talk about the thieves had been
finished, the others found almost nothing to
say.

Tzere was, however, little need of this; for
Mr. Einstein told anecdote after anecdote
about Germans, whom he called ¢ Dutch-
men,” and Italians, whom he called  Dagos.”
All these stories convulsed him ; his wife, too,
was extremely pleased with them, and more
with his way of telling them. She looked at
him fondly, and shook her head, with eyes
swimming in tears of laughter, whenever the
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Dago fooled the Dutchman or the Dutchman
fooled the Dago. After these he told stories
about Irish wakes and weddings until dinner
was over.

The reason why he seized all the opportuni-
ties for conversation was not that he was vain,
or that he wished to shine, although he had
an idea that he was a charming fellow; but
that no one else took the opportunities, and
that he had great natural ease and warmth of
feeling.

Tom had decided that taking the Einsteins
to the theatre after dinner would be an easy
method of entertaining them ; and he did not
regret this decision when these stories, which
were at first received with polite ripples of
laughter, were finally almost refused in a si-
lence only faintly broken by expressions of
the remotest interest.

Miss Parker, indeed, did not speak at all, and
her whole attitude evinced alarm and perse-
cution.

Fred Einstein, however, did not observe, even
dimly, the Taylors’ chill gloom. He was like
one standing in a lighted house of cordiality
and looking out into a darkness of scruples.
If all the neatness and circumspection made
any impression on him, it was not so deep a
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tongue, at the people who decried the hero-

ine, * Isn’t she cute!”

The Taylors were intensely relieved when
the evening was over and the Einsteins’ per-
petual joy was a little subdued.

This, however, did not prevent them from
inviting the Taylors to dine with them within
a few weeks.

Fred Einstein felt that he should enjoy show-
ing his friend what happiness really was. He
thought he needed enlivening. He wished
that Tom should see his double house and
his six robust, richly dressed Jewish children.
He included Tom’s children and Miss Parker
in the invitation.

Mrs. Taylor thought that she and her hus-
band ought to accept this invitation; but
they were both thankful that Miss Parker
had returned to Pittsburg; and besides the
other such good reasons f%r the children’s not
going, they could not stay up late, since they
had to go to school in the morning.

So that Tom and his wife, on the night of
their visit, were the only Christians that sat
amid the Einsteins’ plush and mirrors, sur-
rounded by a swarm of scintillating, plaided,
and frogged Jewish children.

These children were always climbing over
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their father’s legs and up their mother’s skirts,
and all through dinner they kept up a con-
tinuous clamor of—

“Ikey, vould you hand me some salt, a’ready
qvick 2”

“ Mamma, Selma vas poking my arm!”

“ Must ve go to school to-morrow ¢ ”

This was so prominent that the Taylors could
scarcely observe anything else.

While Fred was telling one of his stories
Ikey took his butter, and his father rose and
chased him around the table, and finally
caught him and tickled him.

Mrs. Einstein shook her head and laughed
irrepressibly through this; and when Fred sat
down again she said:

“] vas afraid you vould shock Mrs. Taylor,”
in the tone of one supposing a jocose improb-
ability.

She confided to Mrs. Taylor, with affectionate
pride, that all her children were perfect cases.
There was certainly nothing chilly nor gloomy
in the Einsteins’ ménage; on the contrary,
there was so much warmth and glow that
the Taylors were quite overcome, as they
might have been by an oppressive summer-
day.

Indeed, they were so worn that when they

[ 76 ]



THE FOX AND THE STORK

learned that after dinner they were to go
with Mr. and Mrs. Einstein to see Josh Fagin
in “My Partner and Me,” they felt really
happy, although, at any other time, the pros-
ect of such an entertainment would not have
ound them enthusiastic.
They managed to smile politely at their hosts
at parting with them; but after that evening
the Einsteins never saw the Taylors again.
This was probably because the Taylors were
so small and colorless, for they saw the Ein-
steins soon afterward, at Christmas-time.
The Taylors were in one of the department
stores buying a Christmas present for the
children. They always bought together some
large, sensible thing which filled their little
girls’ spirit with quiet and proud compla-
cence.
As they emerged from a swarming elevator
they observed in the distance a blur of color,
and as they approached it they perceived that
it was produced by Mrs. Einstein, who was
standing at a window near, blooming and
glittering in diamonds and sealskin. Her lit-
tle boys, in small derby hats and carrying
canes, and her little girls, in effulgent plushes,
were all pushing and clamoring noisily to-
gether around a counter near, while she
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looked carefully away from them, shaking
with laughter. They were buying her Christ-
mas present.

In another part of the same building the
Taylors saw Fred, his arms full of parcels,
absorbed in the purchase of an outrageously
expensive doll’s house, with real gas-jets and
water-faucets.

Mrs. Taylor was surprised. “I didn’t know
they kept Christmas,” she said.

“] guess they only keep the festive part,”
said her husband.
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N Lake View once lived as
neighbors two children, a lit-
tle %oy named Milo Cox At-
kinson, but called Butter, and
a little girl named and called
Pearl Porter.

To this little girl, her grand-
father, Major Porter, showed
an affection so devoted as to
be popularly supposed almost
ruinous. * He just spoils that
child,” Mrs. Atkinson would
say, as she looked out of her
window and saw Pearl fast-
ening up the major’s mus-
taches with hair-pins; and she
would turn away with a sigh.
It was, perhaps, this devotion,
but more probably a native
impulse of the heart, that had
made Pearl an unusually vain
child.

She was a pretty little thing
with a floating mist of golden hair and large
brown eyes, always beautifully dressed in
little stiff, white, embroidered clothes; she
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ure. At the top of her small forehead, long face,
and towering bulk, she always wore a glitter-
ing little bonnet. She lived in Washington,
and she was able to pet and indulge her niece
only on occasional visits.
On these visits, Mrs. Atkinson used to watch
with envy these two opposite and fashionable
es walking out to the carriage together.
She loved Butter, but she had always dreamed
of having just such a child as Pearl.
All Butter’s tastes were different from Pearl’s.
He had no imagination for the world of grace-
ful convention.
His companions were other grubby, freckled
little boys, most of them disregardfully dressed
in trousers, bagging about two inches below
the knee. Butter numbered among his ac-
quaintances a boy that had run away from
home, a boy that had a whip tattooed on his
arm, and a man supposed by Butter’s circle
to be a murderer. Butter cut the man’s grass,
and when the man gave him fifteen cents—
the market price is ten—Butter handed him
back the unnecessary five and said, “No
blood-money for me.” The man had laughed
in a puzzled way. Of course if he had done
anything else, it would have given him away.
Butter also knew a boy who had a printing
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press; and in partnership with him he had con-
ducted successfully an enterprise of printing
pink and green highly glazed calling-cards
for the ladies of the neighborhood. Besides
the cash capital derived from this source,
the partners realized every summer a large
income of pins and newspapers from cir-
cuses in the barn.
Major Porter sometimes attended these cir-
cuses with Pearl, and sat in a box for ten news-
apers; and though he was so enchanted with
f’earl, he used often to watch with a pang of
envy Butter’s little, lithe, wiry frame turning
hand-springs in the back-yard. For though he
had never had golden curls or carried a para-
sol, he had once tumbled on the grass and
chased fire-engines, in a dusty and happy
oblivion of the customs of the world.

Once a year a circus came to one of the
empty lots of Lake View, west of the Por-
ters’. It stayed for one day and then pursued
its glorious march in honor of more Western
cities. This day was one long haze of delight
for Butter Atkinson. Its ecstasy began in the
morning, when he went with his friends over
to the lot to see the tent pitched, and it lasted
through the concert at the end of the circus.
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Mr. Atkinson always took Butter—had never
thought of not taking him, until one misera-
ble day, when an unconsidering vice-president
elect and his thoughtless wife spent twentz-
four hours of being entertained in the neigh-
borhood, when the circus was entertaining. %Ic
was an old friend of the major’s.

A large afternoon reception was given for
Mrs. Kendricks at the Porters’ house; Mrs.
Atkinson assisted in receiving; Butter was in-
vited by Mrs. Burden to open the door. She
believed this to have been a piece of the kind-
est consideration. Mrs. Atkinson, too, said that
Butter would be glad to remember it when he
was an old man; and she could not under-
stand why he looked so morosely at the clean
clothes she had with such pleasure put out on
his bed.

He walked out to the woodshed after lunch,
kicking his heels sullenly and listlessly against
each other; and when he came out his eyes
were red. The thought of the white ele.
phant had been too much for him. His
father’s suggestion that it had been white-
washed was not alleviating. Is a white-
washed elephant an everyday sight? He
had visions of running away ; but he knew he
should not run away; he should stay scrawl-
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how many glasses of lemonade each should
have, whether they should look at the ani-
mals before or after the performance; and
now all this was to be on the day of the re-
ception. There were to be only ladies there.
There was no reason why Major Porter
should remain at home for it; and his en-
thusiasm for the circus had shown no change
or abatement.

In the presence of his mistaken devotion,
Pearl could not endure to confess even to her
mother that her heart was torn at the thought
of her new fringed sash, the gift of her aunt,
and how now she could not wear it at the re-
ception, nor walk around with the ladies. She
had the dignified delicacy of many honorable
little girls, and she felt that it would be a dis-
loyalty to her grandfather to acknowledge that
she was no longer interested in the circus.
Her aunt said she had cried because the heat
made her nervous. “ She doesn’t look to me
able to go tooting off to that hot circus,
father,” she said, coming up to the window.
“I’m afraid so,” said Mrs. Porter, following
her. “Do you care so much about it, darling 2”
Pearl’s eyes filled again at this.

“Oh, Snooks ’ll be all right for the circus,”
said Major Porter, with hasty, blind consola-

[87]



EVERY ONE HIS OWN WAY

tion, as Pearl’s mother started into the house
with her to bathe her eyes, and cool her. It
was his fixed belief that the circus was the
most ecstatic pleasure of every child, and any
alternative an outrageous disappointment.
“Never mind if you aren’t all right, Pet,”
said Mrs. Burden, and with inspired dulness.
“ Here’s Butter. He isn’t going, and doesn’t
want to go. He wants to see Mrs. Kendricks.
And Butter, Mrs. Kendricks has some little
boys of her own—such nice, polite little boys.
I wish you could know them.”
Butter looked submissively at Mrs. Burden’s
benevolent and unperceiving eyes impress-
ively fixed upon him.
“ Why, isn’t Butter going to the circus 2” in-
quired Major Porter.
Butter made no reply.
« Father too busy, I guess,” pursued the ma-
jor. “That it?”
“ Butter is going to see Mrs. Kendricks this
afternoon,” replied Mrs. Burden. «“ He is going
to open the door for the ladies.”
Major Porter whistled. He looked suspicious-
ly at Butter’s red eyelids.
“ Well, how would it be to have Butter come
along with the circus party this afternoon, and
let Mrs. Kendricks open the door for the la-
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dies herself 2” He gave Butter a nudge under
the table at this last abominably weak jest.
Butter could not refrain from a smile of hope.
“We'll all get ready, right away,” continued
the major. “ You can get your hat, I can black
my shoes, Sam can hitch up the horses, Pearl
can have a B. and S. or something, and then
we’ll go.”

“ Father,” murmured Mrs. Burden, in impor-
tant haste, “ Mrs. Atkinson got a new suit for
him, especially for this. Don’t think: »
“Well, Butter, I guess I'll have to go over
and get your mother to let you open the door
at the evening reception. That’s the way we’ll
fix it out with her.”

Meanwhile Mrs. Porter had by intuition
divined the cause of her daughter’s distress.
She came back as the major was starting off.
“I think Pearl would better stay with us,
father,” she said. “I really believe she wishes
to assist in receiving. I am going to let her
pass around the crackers.”

It would seem that Providence had arranged
for a variety of tastes in the world.

For, on that afternoon, Pearl floated airily
and elegantly among groups of gloved ladies;
and under the bulging, billowing tent, amid
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the odors of sawdust and the cries of lemon-
ade men, sat Butter, between Major Porter
and Sam, throwing peanut-shells between the
open board benches, his happy eyes absorbed
in the passing giraffes and ponies.

Major Porter was not looking at the ponies
and giraffes, but he, too, was very happy : he
was watching Butter.
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His eye-glasses, his dark-blue clothes,sand his
habit of allowing no one an inch of personal
opinion, brought him everywhere a high re-
spect and consideration; and his life was
contentedly passed in brisk judgments and
classifications by his Standard.
This he took with him everywhere, and by
it he measured everything: art, conduct of
life, passion, dress, amusements,—whatever
he saw or heard.
He advised his sisters and his cousins in all
their affairs; his mother and his aunt con-
sulted him about everything; and they all,
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out over the street, on an iron balcony so
small that they were obliged to put the flower-
pots in when they went out. Here they would
watch the street-cars or the passers-by. Some-
times Ottilie would read aloud “Dre Zweite
Frau” or “ Geheimniss der alten Mamselle” ;
and sometimes Sigurd would read aloud
“ Wallenstein,” or his favorite poem, *Der
Taucher.” As Ottilie sat beside him, open-
eyed and sympathetic in the excitement of
the narrative, he would lean fiercely forward
from the edge of his chair, occasionally glar-
ing with dramatic fervor, and almost bursting,
as he hissed: “ Und es wallet, und siedet, und
brauset, und zischt.”

Ottilie and Sigurd played together on the
flute and the piano; and sang duets, not par-
ticularly well, but with the greatest enjoy-
ment. They went to all the good music and
acting offered in the city, by sitting in the
least expensive seats. They had season tickets
for the Thomas concerts: and every Sunday
afternoon in summer they spent in concert
gardens, riding in open cars, or walking on
the white-stretching drive by the sunlit lake,
Ottilie radiantly dressed in a bright-blue silk
waist and a hat of a variegated flower-bed,
and Sigurd comfortable and enthusiastic in a
low collar and a baggy bicycle cap.
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Among Ottilie’s friends was one of Henry
Norris’s sisters, Elsie Norris. She had known
Ottilie in school; and had enjoyed with her
many happy hours of picking out tunes by
ear on the piano, and of revel in “ Dée Zwe:te
Frau”

It must be admitted that Elsie behaved rather
darkly with Henry about the amount of time
she spent in this unprofitable manner. She
knew that there was no hope of combining
Henry with Sigurd and Ottilie. They could
never fit the Standard.

Their culture, developed in the training of a
lifelong and genuine pleasure in artistic ex-
pression, rather than in reading a number of
books, was not what Henry considered cult-
ure. Their refinement, consisting in a certain
warm and delicate sympathy, rather than in a
reserved manner and eye-glasses, was not what
Henry considered refinement. As for their
progress, when Elsie saw Ottilie and Sigurd
sitting over North Clark Street, in their little,
crowded, iron balcony, she saw in them that
somewhat amusing and very fine uncon-
sciousness and that lovely democracy char-
acteristic of the most advanced spirits. But it
would not have been possible to persuade
Henry that there was anything progressive in
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the Bhaers. Where he could not find them
progressive, or cultured, or refined, he must
have judged them guilty; for it was a neces-
sity of his nature to judge everything.
Elsie, on the other hand, never judged any-
thing, partly because she really had no Stand-
ard, partly because of a temperamental lazi-
ness.
She was a good-natured, easy-going girl.
blonde, and rather pretty, whose main effort
was to make her shirt-waists look as well as
possible, and to have a little fun. Her taste
in fun was not at all the same as Henry’s.
He, like Sigurd and Ottilie, read aloud some-
times in the evenings, and perhaps the differ-
ence between his conception of fun and
Elsie’s may be accurately indicated by his
selection in art.
Out of all the field of letters Henry chose a
book, beautifully bound, in three volumes,
and called “Buonarotti and the Minor Son-
neteers of Milan.” It consisted of a number
of biographies of obscure writers of very poor
sonnets, with a little bland comment on the
work of each.
Henry said that the book showed a wonder-
ful knowledge of letters, and the sisters and
aunts and Mrs. Norris said that it was perfectly
fascinating.
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It need not be supposed that her action es-
caped Henry’s notice; and the unworthy ten-
dency it revealed became even more apparent
to him on a certain evening when he and El-
sie went to a Thomas concert.
It was rather a field day on account of the
presence of a famous soloist, a rising pianist,
and the presentation of an unusually in-
teresting programme. Many musicians were
present, and, as it happened, Henry and Elsie
sat behind Ottilie and Sigurd.
They whispered excitedly together while the
orchestra took its place and settled down in
a phalanx of familiar faces, with the horns
and trumpets twisting and glittering above,
the bass viols looming at the sides, the drums
and bells at one corner, and the crowd of
ceful violins clustered in front, around the
leader’s stand.
Sigurd muttered the first bar of the opening
number, scowling fearfully, and Elsie heard
Ottilie whispering: “Oh, how can I wait for
it to begin!”
It did begin, finally. The leader took his place,
raised his baton, and the music floated over
the expectant house in some heavenly mel-
ody, intangible, and zet unspeakably real and
beautiful, like a bubble or a foaming eddy.
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her tears were from sympathy as well as from
admiration; and partly, too, from the excite-
ment of seeing in the field of work she had
always known, among its blunders and pa-
tience and devotion, an achieved and splen-
did excellence.
After the concert was over Elsie saw Ottilie
still talking about it with Sigurd in the op-
posite end of a crowded street-car.
“ Ah, when it came sweeping there—how
wonderful ! ” Sigurd was saying. He spread
out his hands in the air on an imaginary key-
board and gave an absent demonstration of
a few rapid chords, to the delight of the other
assengers.
The cold, wild beauty of the * Erlksnig”
music kept sounding in Elsie’s head while
she and Henry walked home. She was still
happy in its sweeping poetry and its power,
and she looked at Henry’s kind, refined face
with an especial affection, suddenly feeling
that it was uncandid and unworthy in her not
always to speak to him freely.
“ Wasn’t it beautiful 2” she said, finally, and
she slipped her hand into his.
“ What, dear?”
¢ Erlkonig.”
Henry instantly released her hand at this.
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only for itself. But she found herself too fu-
rious to speak.

They walked the rest of the way home in si-
lence. But as they went into the house she
began to wonder why she unaccountably took
Henry so seriously.

She looked at him as he turned down the
hall-light, casting the shadow of his eye-glass
cord over his nice, intelligent face, his straight
brow, and sensitive mouth ; and suddenly she
realized that his Standard was as inevitably a
part of him as the very color of his eyes.

He had been born with it, as people are born
with silver spoons or a deformity, and to be
irritated with him for it was really very un-
reasonable.

He was the gentlest of creatures, and as Elsie
turned to go up-stairs he held out his hand to
her, somewhat benevolently, it is true, but
still with the sweetest brotherliness and ten-
derness: and they both felt that in a various
world every one has need of a great deal of
patience.

[ 103]






A COMPULSORY HERO






A COMPULSORY HERO

s URROUNDED
by a sparklin
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various illusions,

a young woman

stood in the li-

brary of a parlor

on Dearborn Ave-
nue awaiting the

appearance of a

plain-minded

friend.

The plain-minded
friend, Elsie Norris, runnin
into her, and remembering aé
fectionately Georgina’s good-
spirits, good-looks, prismatic
views, and their former lively
friendship, seized upon her
with the warmest pleasure.

It was now two years since

Georgina had married and gone

to New York to live; three,
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He fears absolutely nothing, and he is just as
cynical as he can gc,” she went on joyfully.
“ Any one can see that he is a force in a few
minutes. But most people would hardly think
how much power he has—really blasting. He
is very quiet, and never speaks loudly, or rants,
or does anything of that kind. But aﬁ the time
he is just as fierce as iron at white heat. He
really is made of iron.”

“Does he especially hate any particular

thing ¢ ” said Elsie, deciding that she would

try to visit Georgina at hours when Frank
might be blasting away from home.

“Any inconsistency in dress, or manner, or

talk. It’s wonderful to me to hear him with

any person he meets, closing in and closing
in, with that concentrative reasoning of his,
until he crushes the person’s fallacy from all
sides at once. That was what fascinated me in
him in the first place, his cold, firm intellect.”

She rose to go.

“ How soon can you come to dinner, Elsie,
ou and Henry # On Tuesday, possibly ¢ ”
n spite of her enjoyment of Georgina’s com-

pany, the prospect of dining with Frank’s icy

intellect looming close at hand was so singu-
larly bleak to Elsie, that she instantly tried to
find an apt and fond excuse for remaining at
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Everything was peaceful when they entered
the :Xtobm. r. Peﬁ:on had been detZined; he
was not come down yet.

While Elsie was talking with Georgina, and
momently expecting that he would enter with
a burst of epigrammatic rockets, whose sticks
would hit perhaps every person in the room,
a small, mild young man appeared in the door,
observing, inconsequently, *“ Well-well.”

It seemed no one had ever concealed the fires
of white heat more astutely. After he had
shaken hands with his guests, he seated him-
self without a single cynicism or curse of any
kind, and began speaking of nothing madder
than the street-car service.

Henry observed instantly that of course all
the surface roads ought to be put right under
ground, as the lines had no beauty.

« It would be all right for me if they just ran
a few more cars on top,” said Mr. Penton.
Georgina glanced at Elsie. Her guest won-
dered if this harmless observation could pos-
sibly be an instance of the lashing of the pow-
erful institutions. Could it possibly be ?

“ More cars would be an improvement—but
only a compromise,” said Henry, briskly.
There was a pause ; and Henry now proceed-
ed to apply a test by which all his acquaint-
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lutely useless. Have you ever read anything
more thoroughly gloomy and unhealthy than
“ The Fall of the House of Usher’?”

“ But,” said Mr. Penton, “ don’t you make a
little allowance for an entirely different world
of imagination ? I don’t mind having the Ush-
ers live and die in a malarial spot any more
than I mind having the witches in Mvacbeth
in a damp, draughty cave where they might
easily catch cold.”

« I dislike anything that makes for gloom and
pessimism,” said Henry.

“ I know, of course, that if Poe had intro-
duced some practical character to persuade
the Ushers to put in steam-heat and Lady
Madeleine not to go out without her rubbers,
the whole trouble might have been avoided.
But I'm so glad he didn’t. The gloom and the
tarn and the blood-red moon and Roderick
Usher and the whole thing make me so much
happier than a cheerful scene would.”

“I am an altruist,” said Henry, quietly.
Elsie feared that Mr. Penton could hardly
avoid remarking that this had nothing to do
with the case. But instead he only laughed
good-humoredly and procured Henry more
oyster-crackers. Was this the relentless con-
centrative reasoning ?
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geranium-beds bordering the plank walk
leading to its piazza.

There was a swing in the side-yard and a side-
porch where the servants whipped eggs and
peeled apples. Smoke blew from the chim-
neys, children played on the grass, women
talked and sewed on the piazza or at the long
bay-windows. The place was instinct and ra-
diant with life, and in its amplitude and soft
brilliant coloring there seemed to lie the love-
lé expression of a house of peace.

ere lived Major and Mrs. Porter with their
sons, their daughter, Mrs. Burden, their grand-
child, Pearl, old General Baggs, Mrs. Porter’s
father, and transient hordes of visiting rela-
tives.
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These the major loved to take to see the Ma-
sonic Temple and the Columbian Museum,
to climb the pen-fences at the Stockyards, and
to stand on the State Street Bridge while it
turned.
Meanwhile, at home, Mrs. Porter would sit
talking to Sister Susies and Cousin Belles and
Aunt Annies, while she ran up seams or feath-
erstitched or herringboned.
She was a pretty and industrious woman, rath-
er small and slightly freckled, with habits
regular as those of a bee.
She arranged her soft gray hair in a neatly
curled cliff of bang tied around with an in-
visible net, and, inside the house, she always
wore in the daytime little white cambric
sacks. At about four in the afternoon she
would dress in a black Bengaline with ruching
in the neck and sleeves.
She had dinner for her family in the middle
of the day and supped at about six o’clock on
a tea of the proudest character, with hot bis-
cuit and creamed chicken and several kinds
of cake. She had no idea of adopting, nor of
making them adopt, any alien or more sophis-
ticated customs, and she spent all her time in
sewing and in taking care of her family, al-
ways large and cumbersome.
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She had a friend, a Mrs. La Grange, who gave
talks at clubs, who used to come to see her
and say: “Fanny, why don’t you go into these
newer things a little more ¢ I sometimes think
you are stagnating here, dear, and that we
ought to do something to take you out of your-
selt and your own little concerns. They really
are very little, don’t you think so yourself ”

A hortatory manner had indeed grown so ac-
customed with Mrs. La Grange that she adopt-
ed it with almost every one ; but she felt that
Fanny especially nceg;d improvement, or, in
other words, that Fanny ought to be more like
herself.

Mrs. Porter would sit and sew and wonder
why she didn’t have such good times as she
used with Addie La Grange. She could just as
well have retorted by asking Mrs. La Grange
why she didn’t go into hemstitching and
featherboning and plain sewing for her niece’s
children, and by telling her that she ought to
try to get out of her rut and work for others
instead of occupying herself so much with her
own papers and little concerns. But as her
large and various.family had made her more
tolerant than Mrs. La Grange, she did not ex-
pect her friend to be just like herself, but was
content she should go her own way.
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afternoon, to return and tell them all about it
in the evening, and listen to the jokes, main-
taining her accustomed attitude of scornful
inattention.
In her furthering of the good work, Mrs. La
Grange at length induced Mrs. Porter to write
?I;;aper. She might take any subject she chose.
Bringing up of Children and Homekeeping
and Housekeeping, were suggested.
The boys were very hilarious over this.
«“ Look here, mother,” her eldest son, Tom,
said one morning after breakfast, “it’s a
darned shame the way they treat you at that
little club. I can see plainly these are old
measly subjects a cat wouldn’t look at. What
do the high lights write about 2 What are the
big guns’ subjects, anyhow ¢ That’s what I
want to know.”
“ Oh, mercy, Tom ! I wouldn’t have any of
their subjects for anything.”
“ Well, what are they, anyhow 2 ”
“ Oh, things like Reform and Drainage. They
really are splendid, you know. The people
that write about them know all about them.
And those are the best days.”
“ Oh, well, all right. Of course where they
write about what gxcy know, you'd better keep
out of that. But aren’t there any highfalutin
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“ I never read one word of Herrick’s.”
“That doesn’t make any difference. You don’t
need to bring in his writing. You want to say
that it is as a man you wish to know and love
him. Father will have to stand it as well as
he can.”

“ Where does Herrick live 2 In this coun-
try ? ”»

“Oh, no. There’s no danger of his being in
the audience. He died a long while ago.”

“ Does he come in much in history ¢”

“ No. Not at all. You can say you know that
the happiest men, like the happiest countries,
are those that have no histories. Everybody
likes to see in papers and literary criticism
somethinfg they’'ve heard twenty or thirty
times before. You put on your best bonnet,
hold up your chin, and after they’ve rapped
on the table, you say in the silence, as
sweetly as you can and just as though it
were fresh from the mint: ¢ The happiest
men, like the happiest countries, are those
that have no histories, and every one will
cotton to you.”

« But, Tom, if he didn’t come into history,
where can I find anything about him ¢ ”

“ You can’t. That’s the beauty of it. Just a
few little encyclopzdia scribs and some biog-
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off, ‘The happiest men, like the happiest
countries, are those that have no histories.’ ”
“ Tom, you help me too much.”

“No, mother. I see you catch the spirit of
the idea. Now what question are you going
to raise 2 ”

“ What question ”

“ Why, yes. You want to express your opin-
ion about something or other Herrick did
that some people think wasn’t exactly
straight.”

“ In his writing ¢ ”

“ Mother! mother ! Heavens, no. Something
about allowing his brother-in-law to pay his
debts or his being a royalist in the civil
broils. Have a pause in your paper and then
say, * And now we come to the consideration
of Herrick’s moral calibre and the long-moot-
ed question of his debt to his brother-in-law,
Sir Wilmot Shanklin.’ Then say you think it
was really all right and Sir Wilmot could
very well afford it, or else, that you think it
was selfish and inconsiderate in Herrick and
that you don’t like it at all. But you want it
all terribly refined and rambling and sort of
patronizing; put in as often as you can what
a special pet of yours Herrick is and say
things like, * How well I remember my first
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dip into Herrick’s sweets, and the day of my
introduction to the dear old man.’”

"Mrs. Porter’s paper, “Herrick, and Country-
Life,” was finally written and read at Mrs. La
Grange’s club with great success.

The committee had been at first a little
startled when Mrs. Porter changed her sub-
ject from the field of domestic experience to
the field of letters, but with the event they
all were charmed, and Mrs. La Grange said,
when she next came to see her old friend:
“ My dear, that club has certainly developed
you wonderfully. I knew when I persuaded
g:u to go into it how stimulating it would
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cobbled esplanade that borders the lake.
Standing on the top of the bridge one may
see, close beside, the lawns and grassy slopes
of the park, and the stretching lines of white
street wainscoted with dark buildings and
fringed with the dusky hanging shade of
green trees. Beyond, the city spreads in a buff
and lavender distance of smoky chimneys and
roof-tops.

On a cool, sunlit morning of early summer,
a young German girl was standing on this
bridge and looking out at the gay, various
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ping along correctly, with chest expanded,
treading on the ball of the foot.

Margaret Alden was taking her morning walk
for exercise and reflection, on the Lake
Shore; and she was almost upon Lulu before
she recognized in her an acquaintance, the
sister-in-law of Richard Elliot, a writer, and
the wife of his unworthy, easy-going brother,
a sporting reporter.

Lulu now, too, saw Miss Alden, and recogniz-
ing in her one of her very few acquaintances,
she went toward her, saying, “ How doyou do?
Isn't it lovely here 2 Are you going my way ¢”
When Miss Alden replied with some reserve
that she was going north only as far as the
end of the esplanade, Lulu picked up her
basket and cordially started to accompany her.
She had always lived in an atmosphere of un-
exacting affection and admiration, and never
having in her whole life been consciously dis-
liked by anyone, she had now no idea but
that Margaret Alden would be pleased with
her presence. She naturally supposed that
everybody liked her; she, for her part, liked
everybody. She had absolutely no sense of
disapproval and no idea that she was ever
disapproved of.

Margaret Alden, on the other hand, had more
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“No,” said Richard Elliot, confidently.
“But why?”
“Why? Partly temperament, partly environ-
ment.” This seemed to cover all possible
ground.
“ Past environment, perhaps,” said Margaret
Alden. “But what of the present? I have
seen very little of your brother. I know he
is not like you. But has he no intellectual
interests 2”
“ My brother,” said Richard Elliot, dropping
his glance a little, “is not a thinker.”
Margaret Alden looked slightly pained; then
she said, with sympathetic pity: * But people
who don’t think—how much pleasure—ho
much joy in life they must miss.” '
“One of the saddest things in life is the peo-
ple who don’t think.”
“ How true that is,” murmured Margaret Al-
den. “Do you know what a wonderful thing
that was you said then 2”
Richard Elliot tried not to look as though he
thoroughly agreed with her, and continued:
“ And those people who don’t think are the
very ones hardest to reach and to stimulate.
What can we do for them? Talk a little to
them, perhaps—write a little for them—that
is all.”
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“Yes, but that is a deal. Every one
eannotwﬁuealittle.m mggagdeh-

cately.
J&apd; Richard Elliot tried not to look as
though he agreed with her. “ But

they are problems,” he continued. “ My sis-
ter, now—what could reach her ¥ What could
make her wish to think $* Lulu had really
never occurred to him as a problem before;
but as he was having great fun talking in this
line, he went on: “ 1 wonder if meeting
was at all stimulating to her ¥ It would be so
“ tell.” sai
“] should like{oseebetagain."
“ Perhaps you will,” said Richard Elliot, a lit-
tle lamely. The truth was that it was growing
rather hard for him to think up, on the spur
of the moment, oracular reflections on Lulu
as a problem.
“T will go to see her,” said Margaret Alden,
bcautifuﬁy. “If I can be stimulating to her,
I will. As you say, it is all one can do for peo-
le who don’t think—talk a little to them, at
ﬁzast, if we cannot write a little for them. I
will go to her.”
“Ths is like you,” said Richard Elliot. Both
for the moment felt uncommonly noble. They
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had certainly spent an evening delightful to
both.

It was in consequence of her enjoyed dialogue
with Richard I‘é}liot that Margaret Alden rang
the bell of Tom Elliot’s ﬁrst-fi’or flat on Dear-
born Avenue one morning.

As she stepped into the vestibule she heard
Lulv’s voice, practising in the parlor:

Crystal water every day

I may drink upon my way,

Fresh as dews of star-eyed Spring,
Cool as airs the light winds bring—
Child of Dust though I may be,
Here is joy, is meant for me.

Lulu came to the door, slightly flushed with
the interest of her practising, and admitted
Margaret Alden. Although a little surprised,
she was pleased to see Margaret. She knew
there was no very urgent reason for her com-
ing ; she felt the occasion a rather special one,
and she began to devise entertainment for her
guest. After she had shown her pictures of all
the family and her own wedding photographs,
and had talked a little with her on such in-
different topics as the weather and the street-
car service, she asked Miss Alden whether she
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Besides, while she read all her music with ine
telligence, this song she sang with an especial
understanding and beauty :

Every day fresh bread and meat
Gladly, thankfully, I eat ;

Fuicy roast, and crumb and crust
Given me, a Child of Dust—
Child of Dust though I may be,
Here is joy, is meant for me.

Crystal water every day

I may drink upon my way,

Fresh as dews of star-eyed Spring,
Cool as airs the light winds bring—
Child of Dust though I may be,
Here is joy, is meant for me.

Every night the arms of sleep
Take me to a refuge deep,

Some far off and silent place

In the utmost caves of space—
Child of Dust though I may be,
Here is joy, is meant for me.

Though I still must strive and cry
For some lot more fine than I,
Some far crown of mist or gold,
Here are gifts of kindly mould,
Gifts to take on bended knee—
For I know is meant for me.
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Lulu finished with the last chords of the ac-
companiment. She could not have sung any-
thing different immediately afterward; and
she now sat down by the window, looking
almost affectionately at Margaret, she felt so
hnprg herself, so admiring of the whole
world. She knew that she had sung well,
and she thought, with innocent vanity, that
Margaret must be having a lovely morning
listening to the music, though she was so
very quiet.

Margaret, meanwhile, tried to think of some-
thing stimulating to say. Finally she ob-
served: “ What are you reading now ?”

“ Why, nothing just now.”

“You don’t read very much, do you? Mr.
Elliot doesn’t care much for reading, his
brother says; so perhaps that accounts for
1t.”

“Tom? Why, he loves to read! My father
says he is a perfect bookworm. Tom is a
literary man himself, you know. Didn’t you
know that? Oh, yes, he enjoys reading.
Why, we laugh so sometimes over *Flze-
gende Blatter, we almost cry. Do you take
it?”

“ No.”

Lulu would have liked to bring out a copy
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of « Fliegende Blitter” and show Margaret a
favorite jest of hers, a series of pictures of
a dachshund turning into a sausage. She
had a peculiar Teutonic sense of humor,
consisting mainly in high spirits, and she
had often laughed at this picture till tears
stood in her eyes. But she perceived from
Mar%arct’s tone that her guest found nothing
in “ Fliegende Blitter,” so she merely said, with
sympathetic intent, “ Many people do not
care at all for reading. I myself am not so
fond of it as Tom. Why, he has several books
he has read twice—* The #oman in White’
even three times.”

Margaret tried harder than ever to think of
something stimulating to say, and being
1uitc unsuccessful, she now rose, observing
that it was growing late and she must go.
“Must you? Well, I am glad you came. I
will go over to see you soon.”

“Thank you,” said Margaret; and she went
out of the room, considering the truth of
Richard Elliot’s saying, that the people who
don’t think are the very ones hardest to reach
and to stimulate.

When she reached the corner, Lulu had
already gone back to her singing. She pushed
up the window a little farther, looking out
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at the lucent air and the lovely day, and
watched Margaret Alden walking down the
green and white sunny street. She wished
Margaret could have stayed a little longer,
but, after all, now she would have all the
more time for practising on her song.
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YOUNG Jewish girl, beautiful
as the day, once lived with her
eldest married sister near the
north end of Lincoln Park.
Her four other sisters were all
married, yet Bertha, though not
the youngest and already nine-
teen, was still left blooming
alone, with all her lovely com-
panions, if not faded, at least
gone to conduct the cheerful
establishments of different af-
fectionate young Jewish hus-
bands in far parts of Chi-
cago.

They were all prosperous —
Flora Einstein, the sister with
whom Bertha lived, was even
rich; they all dressed gayly in
bright clothes of the very lat-
est fashions; they all had large
families of good-looking, noisy
children; and they all led hap-
py lives of going around shop-
ping and sewing together, and
of taking the children to na-
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thing, but they would have liked something
gayer for her; especially since she was so
pretty.

She was much more than pretty; she was
lovely, with deep, tender, dark eyes, a clear,
brown skin, with a soft, blushing color, and
all the generous charms of Jewish beauty—
heavy, rippling, dusky hair, beautiful shoul-
ders and hands, a dignified gait, and a pres-
ence of veiled and vestal splendor.

Hier sisters in all the dotage of affection could
hardly have exaggerated her loveliness; but
they greatly exaggerated her sense, and they
had no remotest conception that the reason
why she did not find so lively a pleasure as
they in the society of Fritzie Gross and Max
Baumhardt was not because she was quiet,
sensible, or shy, but because she was extrav-
agantly romantic.

Bertha was a very simple, gentle girl, with a
strong taste for the serious and the sentimen-
tal, and no perception whatever of the actual
or the funny.

‘When she was thirteen years old she had seen
in a Christmas “ Graphic” a copy of a paint-
ing called “ Her Answer.”

As its painter’s intention was to “ tell a story,”
perhaps the writer will not be thought intru-
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sive beyond the art of her narrative if she
describe its subject. The print presented a
fine young man in a velveteen jacket and
hunting boots. He was sitting ina vez dark,
gleaming, baronial hall, on a chair of the rich
carving and mellow tint of studio properties;
his golden head and square shoulders were
bowed on his arms, resting on a mahogany
table; beside him lay a note, an excellent
piece of still-life painting, with a blue crease
across the middle, and written plainly in a
graceful feminine hand upon it, the single
word “No.” Is it necessary to say that a St.
Bernard of startling size, as large, perhaps, as
a heifer, was licking his stricken masters
hand, unnoticed ¢

From the moment when she saw this picture,
it would have been forever impossible to Ber-
tha to dream of marrying Fritzie Gross, Max
Baumbhardt, or any one else who might be a
cheerful and affectionate companion in water-
ing the grass, or buying new carpets, but cer-
tainly could be nothing more exhilarating to
the f{ncy.

Directly across the street from the Einsteins
lived a young American gentleman of good
Southern family, named Nicholas Harris.
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He was a civil engineer, a short, wiry fellow,
rather unusually plain, with small, gentle blue
eyes, a long, thin head, and the mild, almost
cowed, expression frequent in those who con-
tend with trigonometrical propositions. He
had been educated at first at the Manual
Training School in Chicago, then at the In-
stitute of Technology in Boston. His famil
had lived in Chicago, and then in Buffalo; 1t
consisted of a father and two sisters.

The sisters, the Harris girls, were twins—able,
active, executive persons with hosts of friends.
They were always getting up amateur theat-
ricals, always golf playing and bicycle riding;
there was something almost business-like in
their way of taking their pleasures, a certain
healthy worldliness and liveliness, very differ-
ent from anything their brother had.

His quietness and seriousness, in contrast with
their gayety, was so marked as to be freely
commented on; his sisters’ friends said Nick
was “ such a plain, practical fellow”; he had
plenty of hard common-sense ; they liked him
thoroughly, he was so good and honest; Nick’s
jokes were the mock of his sisters’ lives; none
could have been milder or less diverting;
they proceeded from good-humor rather than
from humor, and consisted mainly in very bad
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replies, “ Take care, sir. This is the last ap-
peal.”

After Nick went back to Chicago, and when
he was no longer obliged to be playing a use-
ful and dismal part as escort for lugubrious
cotillions and golfing expeditions, he spent
his evening hours, now truly the hours of his
recreation, in reading over prized parts of
all his favorite novels, and * Elelen’.r ooing,”
throughout, delighting in every word from
the first chapter, “ The Young Squire’s Birthday,”
“At the rustic gate of the rector’s house in
Wiltshire, a youn% %irl, simply dressed in
gray, was standing holding in her hand a sin-
gle white lily,” up to the closing words, **Lit-
tle enough I thought, on my birthday a year
ago,’ ” exclaimed Reginald, * ¢ that to-day you
would be mine.” And this, then, is the end
of ¢ Helen’s Wooing.’”

When he was not reading, Nick used often
to go to walk in Lincoln Park, not half a
block away, sometimes to see the electric
fountain playing, sometimes to hear the open-
air concerts.

On one such evening, as he was standing un-
der the shade of the park’s poplar-trees, in the
quivering purple shadows of the electric light,
listening with a buzzing crowd to the rhyth-
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mic air of “ Lou, Lou, How 1 Love My Lou,”
his attention was attracted by a cross, sleepy,
over-dressed little Jewish boy, about four
years old, making a vicious attack on his legs,
and sobbing angrily, “ Wansh shee moosic.”
Nick picked him up, still making faces, and
p;_xt him on his shoulder, interrupted by cries
of:

“ Why, Ikey!”

“ Don’t bother the gentleman, dear!”

“Did you ever?”

“ Selma, look at Ikey, already,” from a group
of stout Jewesses in flowering hats and light
silk dresses standing near him. As Nick
raised his hat, an enormous, magnificent
white Jew, with dark mustache and glitter-
ing eye, dressed in a pale-gray suit and
a light, gay, rolling Fedora, came out from
behind the ladies and advanced affably, with
a sunny smile.

“ Exshuse me. Vas my little boy in your vay,
sir?”

The little boy kicked out at his father from
Nick’s bosom at this.

“] guess he’s all right where he is,” said
Nick.

Fred Einstein immediately yielded to his son’s
evident wish to remain, and saying,
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“Don’t let him pother you, sir,” he retired
with ponderous grace.

Nick held Ikey through *Lou, Loz, How I
Love My Lou,” and the ensuing selections,
during which the little boy fell asleep. After
the last number Fred Einstein came £>rward,
pushing a baby-buggy with one hand, and
with the other, half carrying a sleepy little
girl. “You are most kind, sir. Come, vake
up, Skeesix.” But Ikey slept on. “T’ll carry
him to the car for you,” said Nick, with the
kindly crowd manners of his sex.

Fred Einstein explained that they were not
going to the car but “Just up the street.”
“That’s all right,” replied Nick, and he
turned in with Fred Einstein behind the
slowly moving figures of the Jewesses, walk-
ing with the dispersing crowd through the
dappling shadows of electric light. They had
gone some distance before Nick observed the

ce of one a little taller than the rest.

i‘—ﬁ: sheer dress of purple floated and shim-
mered in the light summer wind as she
stepped slowly forward; the coil of her dark
hair shone against the drooping buds of her
hat and the white folds of the lace scarf that
wound about her throat and blew like a vine
tendril around her shoulders. As Nick was
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Einstein, with his magnificent wife, sway down
his front steps nonchalantly swinging a puffed
satin opera-glass bag. He then hastened shame-
lessly across the street to ask for Mr. Einstein.
His address was rewarded. Bertha met him at
the door, and the evening was theirs.

After that, whenever he could see Bertha
alone Nick saw her; he took her walking in
the park; he sat on her high wooden front
steps; twice he went to theatre-parties with
the young family friends, affable to him as an
acquaintance of Fred Einstein.

So their acquaintance had passed for nearly a
year, when Nick was summoned to Buffalo,
on business. Before he went Bertha had prom-
ised to marry him.

He felt he could wait no longer; partly be-
cause he saw plainly that from their difference
of faith, the Einsteins had no thought of him
as a serious devotee; a{mrtly because Ernest

Ingleton, lawyer, had almost wrecked his life
by delay.
l{ick did not welcome his journey. For though

he would instantly have sacrificed his life for
Bertha, had it been required of him, it was
with struggle and hesitation that he men-
tioned her existence to his sisters.

They were startled and embarrassed at first,
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However, they were far from content. First,
on religious accounts; then,how could Bertha,
who had been from childhood up accustomed
to the society of good-looking, practical jokers,
be happy with a man so sober and so plain as
Nick ? They did not say this to each other;
but they thou%ht it. The consideration even
vaguely troubled Fred Einstein, in so far as
one so little morbid as Fred could be troubled
by something he was powerless to hinder; he
thought, however, perhaps Nick, in his hap-
piness, would blossom out into something like
the gayety of a Fritzie Gross or Max Baum-
hardt; Fred even presented him with an enor-
mous diamond stud, in the hope of bright-
ening him up in appearance and in conduct.
Mrs. Einstein and her sisters immediately be-
gan to buy and to prepare Bertha’s trousseau ;
and in its selection and acquisition they be-
came so absorbed thatina f%w days it would
really have been indifferent to them if Nick
had been a Chinaman or an Esquimau. They
were finally satisfied with everything Bertha
had to wear and beamingly proud of her ap-
pearance at her wedding.

Nick’s sisters could not come out to the wed-
ding, but his father came; and when he saw
Bertha, her beauty, her dignity, her humble
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admiration of his son, even he, Colonel Jef
ferson Harris, felt that Nick’s marriage might
be a success.

This proved to be really the case. Bertha and
Nick had been first attracted because each was
different from anything the other had ever
seen before ; after they were more accustomed
to each other they remained ordinarily con-
tented because they were both good and hum-
ble; and more than ordinarily happy, because
they had the same taste in sentiment.
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OHN WOLLFE had spent all his

life in the changes of trade in the

neighborhood of Harrison and Hal-

sted streets.

Here, after fifty years of industry, he

had built up a small reef of a retail
dry-goods store, where he lived with his fam-
ily, a wife and six children.
His establishment was a thrce-storz red-brick
with a fifty-foot frontage. It had high plate-
glass windows, a blue and white awning, and
it was called “ The Wolf Store "—a friendly
pun, expressed by its sign, which had a
gilded wolf walking out on a small platform
over the awning, and by two iron wolves,
one on each side of the street door.
Here Mr. Wollfe worked from early morn-
ing till late at night, making accounts, balanc-
ing books, selling over his counter, piling up
rolls of cloth and boxes of ruching on his
shelves, and arranging his windows attrac-
tively.
He was a small, thin man, pale, and always
rather tired-looking, with gentle eyes, and a
mild, smiling face. In the neighborhood
Mr. Wollfe was regarded with respect, but
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she was shy and rather self-conscious. She
was always biting the corner of her lip, tak-
ing out her handkerchief, running her thumb
round the edge of her belt, or pushing back
an escaping lock of hair. She dressed very
fashionably, for her father liked to give her
gold belts, and link cuff-buttons, and tucked
shirt-waists from the store.
Although Mrs. Wollfe and the younger
children habitually snubbed him, Allie would
consult her father’s opinion, and respect his
tastes. He sometimes found cities she had
given up as hopeless on the history map;
and she would appeal to him with  Father,
what do you think of my new hat?” and
‘“ Father, I just énow you won’t like these
shoes. Theyre too stumpy-looking to suit
JW.”
Allie had done well in the public school ;
and she now went to a dancing class, and to
a history class, in the settlement house near,
where she showed herself a good scholar,
taking just what was given her without too
much probing, and going through the his-
tory class with the same executive ability
and neat despatch that she evinced in the
dancing class, and in tying up parcels in
“The Wolf Store.”
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She and Will, the eldest boy, both worked
in the store. They enjoyed it. They liked
giving souvenirs of little pasteboard plaques
or aluminum match-safes, with a dollars
worth of purchase on Saturday nights. They
liked to roll up parcels briskly, pulling string
from an iron case, and tying it neatly before
a watching customer; and Will showed the
same pleasure in attitude and distinction of
bearing that certain actors show in handinﬁ
ladies off the stage, when he adroitly gathere
up the folds of a piece of cloth to catch the
light, and remarked, “ Here's a tasty thing in
lawn, lady,” as he raised his chin, and gazed
delicately out of the window, in order not to
embarrass the choice of the awed customer.
Allie, for her part, adopted a confidential
tone with the public. She advised, and at the
slightest approbation of her wares, praised
with uncontrolled enthusiasm, exclaiming,
“ Awfully stylish,” and “ Yes, it @5 sweet, isn't
ier

If “The Wolf Store” was delightful and
satisfactory to Mr. Wollfe and his children,
it was not faintly pleasing to a young gentle-
man, Mr. Henry Norris, who visited their
establishment by chance one Saturday even-
ing.
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He was walking home from a visit to a
friend at the settlement house; and he had
been asked to stop on his way and leave
word for Miss Wollfe that Mr. Norton
was ill and could not conduct his. history
class.

As Henry Norris walked between the two
iron wolves into the store, brilliantly lighted
for the distribution of the Saturday evening
souvenirs, he observed all the effort to at-
tract the attention of the public, with a feel-
ing of thorough disgust and contempt.

The windows were draped with red tissue-
paper, and in one of them there was an elabo-
rate tent of handkerchiefs. The souvenirs
were all arranged in neat rows on a table
near the door. Will was standing in a grand,
clerkly attitude, holding up a tEiece of silk
for a customer already arrived, though it was
too early after supper for many people to
have come in yet; and Allie was whisking
around, in a new blue satin tie and belt, her
eyes and cheeks shining with the excitement
she always felt on Saturday nights.

Mr. Norris felt that here lay before him a
picture of Commercialism, of the life of the
petty tradesman, of greed, competition, and
vulgarity. He disliked Commercialism, and
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Norris, observing, “ What do you think of
that, sir2”

It was a white placard, with a sentence printed
on it in large, purple letters:

WE SHouLp LIKE TO

CUBA
CusToMER OF QOURs.

Mr. Norris’s expression as he looked at this
unambitious instance of the facetiousness of
advertisers changed from a gaze of lofty in-
difference to one of an almost insulted dis-
gust.
Allie was laughing and saying, “ Well, that
is pretty good. Do you see the point ?” she
went on, turning to Mr. Norris, as she no-
ticed his silence, “ See you be a—CUBA!”
“Yes—ah—good-evening,” responded Mr.
Norris inadequately, and he bowed himself
away.
Mr. Wollfe was astounded and a little hurt
his indifference. He was easily dashed,
and he had thought that anyone must like
this elaborate jest.
But as soon as Mr. Norris’s back was turned,
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in his presence to the little boys in the neigh-
borhood. They classed him with the police-
men and the firemen of their acquaintance.
In his shirt-sleeves, with his Derby hat pushed
far back on his head, strolling indifferently
among the looming red vans and yellow-
pictured moving-wagons of his dark ware-
house, or smoking nonchalantly in his livery-
stable office, Sam McGarrigle appeared to
the little boys a man of scope, ease, and
power.

On Sundays he sometimes took Allie driv-
ing, on these occasions always, indeed, pro-
ducing on Allie the same effect as on the lit-
tle boys.

When he drove two horses that she was afraid
of with one hand, with the other resting on his
knee, and joked about the history class and
“The Wolf Store,” Allie was so impressed
with his gayety and ability, so pleased with
his admiration of her, that she could think of
nothing else.

The Wollfes had a very large sale on the
night of Mr. Norris’s visit; and when they
finally began to close the store, Mr. McGar-
rigle, always full of resource and initiative,
detained Allie at the door with a pasteboard
bucket of ice-cream. He had carried it from
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a restaurant, and even remembered to borrow

;soons.

¢ and Allie sat on the iron door-step of the
empty street outside, and ate the ice-cream,
while Mr. Wollfe and Will, content with the
day’s work, rolled up bales and arranged the
store for Sunday within.

And so little impression had the visit of Mr.
Norris made, so unconscious were they of
their greed and squalor, that the evening was
marked for them all with an especially care-
less and radiant happiness.

On the next evening Mr. Wollfe heard a
piece of news that kept him awake all night.
The grocery store opposite had failed. Its
owner would dispose as soon as possible of
its stock, and rent the house to a retail dry-
goods merchant.
Within two weeks the new store was estab-
lished. Not to be outdone by *“The Wolf
Store,” it had a name, *“ The Castle of Com-
merce.” It was practically a branch of one of
the large department stores, and it could af-
ford to undersell Mr. Wollfe.
Further, it offered to the neighborhood at-
tractions that Mr. Wollfe had not sufficient
address to introduce.
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On Saturday evenings a band played inside
the « Castle of Commerce: ” a dollar's worth
drew a ticket for a lottery prize, a rocking-
chair: once a woman with a patent button-
holer sat in the window for a day, punching
and outlining buttonholes with dizzying
speed ; and on another occasion, an agent for
indelible ink wrote people’s names on their
handkerchiefs free of charge, in a flourishing,
shaded hand.

Mr. Wollfe’s regular customers slipped away.
In two months none were left except a few
women, sorry for Allie and Mrs. Wollfe. As
for the casual trade—that was entirely ab-
sorbed by the newer, larger « Castle of Com-
merce.”

Mr. Wollfe barely managed to pay his taxes.
He was already in debl:at%r his f:}:mily’s living
expenses; it was impossible, without ready
money, to buy more stock, and there seemed
to be no outlook, nothing but failure ahead.
He continued pinning up unnoticed placards,
following the market prices even when he
could not think of buying, and balancing
every night the short column of sales in his
account-book. The only change observable
in him was that, though he worked so much
less, he looked more tired.
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now all day in their idleness—and just what
she had always been. She even induced him
to tgo into her history class with her at the
settlement house.
Mr. McGarrigle was away managing a
livery stable ing St. Jo through m(t):;g ofg the
summer and at the time of their misfort-
une. But on the first Sunday after his re-
turn, he drove around just as he had done
before the failure, and Allie stepped into
his high buggy, laughing and blushing, and
waved her %a.nd to her father at the win-
dow as they drove off, to the envy of the
neighbors.
She and- Sam McGarrigle had always come
back at supper-time. But on that night it
seemed as if they would never come.
It grew dark and late. The family went to
begr and only Mr. Wollfe sat up in the dark,
bare little parlor, waiting for his daughter in
unreasoning anxiety.
At ten o’clock someone knocked at the door.
Mr. Wollfe opened it, and a policeman
stcgped gravely into the room.
“Did a Miss Alice Wollfe live here ¢ ”
“Yes.”
“Be ye her father?”
“Yes.”
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watched his wife and the children gathering
around in shawls and night-gowns, and listen-
ing to the story. Everything was vague and
strange to him. He helped Will calm Mrs.
Wollfe, hardly knowing what he was saying.
He soothed the children; and after he had
taken them back to bed, he started out,
numbed and purblind, with the officer, walk-
ing along streets his feet seemed scarcely to
touch, stupefied with a truth that left his
mind dark and groping.

“The gintleman was drowned trying to get
her,” the policeman said. “So soon as we
tuk her out, we found her name in her
pocket-handkerchief, and there wuz some
there knew him. ¢ Why,” they says, ‘it’s
Sam McGarrigle, Sam McGarrigle, none
other,” so they fetched his brother from the
North Side.”

The policeman talked on, his voice sounding
in the still, echoing street, as they walked
between the long stretching lines of the
gas-lamps, and past the silent houses rising
around like things in a dream; and his
speech was the only thing that touched poor
Mr. Wollfe’s staggering senses, or that kept
him from facing alone an unspeakable blank-
ness.
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‘The sound of traffic hummed about him,
whizzing electric car and lumbering van,
the clap of horse-hoofs, the calling of men’s
wvoices, and the chuffing or the whistling of
steam from the near waterways. Close beneath
him spread a fan of railroad tracks, in long,
‘white and gray glittering lines, interlacing in
countless switches and crossings; the tarred
and pebbled roof of a round-house stretched
at one end of the lines. Above them, in the
height of the air, blew twisting funnels of
pearl and murky smoke, pennons of feathered
blue and white waved in lofty steamers, and
furling clouds of steam puffed buoyantly in
swelling folds of lustrous cream and snow
from the engine smoke-stacks. And east, and
west, and north, and south, below pillaring
chimney and piercing spire, the city roof-tops
lay grimed and dusky in a myriad squares and
bles above the peopled mart.

%;ere the prospect spread, vast and various,
a place of lively transaction, of desperate
endeavor and defeat, a proffer of an infinite
opportunity.

As Mr. Wollfe stood one evening staring at
the scene, unconsciously overwhelmed with
the thought of his disaster among its million
chances, unconsciously exhilarated by its
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to my store one night from there. Don’t you
remember 2 ”

“ Oh, yes—yes. I've heard Mr. Norton speak
of your daughter. How is she? How are all
of you ”

The remembrance of Mr. Wollfe’s desperate
attitude, and some sad dignity in his face,
made Mr. Norris ask this.

“ Why, didn’t you know ¢ My daughter is
dead. She was drowned.”

Mr. Norris looked at him dumbly.

Mr. Wollfe had started up, and they walked
along together.

After a time Mr. Norris asked him how his
business was ; and they began speaking of the
details of Mr. Wollfe’s failure.

Instead of rejoicing that Mr. Wollfe had been
driven by circumstances from a field of sor-
didness and greed, Mr. Norris asked him if
he could not help him in finding a place. In-
deed, his hatred of Commercialism did not
come into his head at all at the time.
Afterward he really did find Mr. Wollfe a
place as a buyer for one of the department
stores, where his industry and ability brought
him a very appreciative and grateful respect.
As time passed, and he gained honor and
profit, Mrs. Wollfe was soon spiritedly and
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dressily superior among her neighbors again;
and Will and the children held their heads
high in the world in the possession of chain-
less wheels.

As for Mr. Wollfe, in his recovery of their
pride and pleasures he found the happiness
possible to a fine devotion.
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AJOR PORTER, a simple
and honorable gentleman, was
among the vainest of his sex.
He was a boyish old man,
a little countrified, and very
kind, who had been once a
brave soldier, and always a
ood man.

i was not, however, on his
courage or on his goodness
that he chose to pride him-
self. He was perfectly satisfied
with his legs; complacent over
his skill at cards, remarking
after any play of his, whether
successful or not, “ At any rate
that was the play for a thou-
sand”; and fatuous over his
execrable cooking, telling
long stories of his achieve-
ment with ’possums and squir-
rels, in famine-stricken camps
or on hunting-parties.

Margaret Alden, his great-
niece, was also among the
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luctant Margaret had not temerity enough to
shock. Though she would behave during her
visit a little sulkily and condescendingly, she
always nobly went home with him when he
came for her.
It was on one of these visits that it became
vaguely apparent to Major Porter that Mar-
garet was not so gay as he liked to see “young
people.”
He supposed her homesick, and said as much
to his daughter, Mrs. Burden. “Too bad
mother and the boys aren’t here,” he said.
“Seems to me the boys are always camping
when their cousin comes. We ought to get
up something for her, some little party. We
could have a party for the young people to-
night, couldn’t we ”
Mrs. Burden looked at him coldly : she could
see from the pleased expression of his eye,
that it would be impossible to prevent her
father from a party for the young people.
She knew from his reminiscences what was
in his mind—something not a dinner, not a
ball, not a reception, not a musicale—a thing
hours long, of games, dancing, blind-man’s
buff, boned turkey, and sixteen kinds of cake.
This was in the morning, and all that day
Major Porter spent in getting the party ready.
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the Norrises except Elsie; otherwise every-
one who had been asked accepted.

At tea Major Porter gave an account of his
preparations to Mrs. Burden coldly patient,
his daughter-in-law bewildered, his son Ben
sardonically diverted, Brother Bill’s boys in-
adequate and sheepish, his grandchild Pearl
ecstatic, Margaret’s governess, Miss Lodge,
gently amused—she had insisted on coming
—and Margaret, for whose reassurance and
cheer all these viands and guests were to as-
semble, superior and chill.

But Major Porter was so absorbed and pleased
that he hardly observed Margaret. He had
not the power of throwing himself far into the
feelings of others. He supposed, of course, all
young ladies liked to put on pink and blue
dresses and dance at parties; and he was en-
tirely confident she was happy: she looked
very beautiful.

After the tea was over, the major could hardly
wait for every one to come.

He kept walking down to the front gate to
look for people. He somehow expected a
great many young ladies with long curls to
come floating and stepping down the street
in light muslin and delaine dresses, wearing
fascinators and * throws ” over their heads, as
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came out strong in playing blind-man’s-buff,
and Jacob and Rachel.

The surprising thing was that everything went
Jjust as Major Porter had expected. Every-
body seemed to like the games; evcrybogly
seemed to like the dancing; everybody ate a
great deal; and everybody seemed to have a
good time.

Mirs. Burden bore up. It appeared the skies
would not crack, even though roasted corn
‘were eaten at a dancing-fparty; however, such
'was her imagination of the peopled world,
that she felt its dignity somehow impaired by
the scene around her; and she expressed her
sense of the occasion by an es‘pecially nipping
manner with the young men from the railroad
office.

Margaret Alden hardly swerved from her
side; she had at first remained under the pro-
tecting presence of Miss Lodge, but as that
lady showed herself more and more sympa-
thetic with Uncle Dan’s rough intentions, the
young girl entrenched herself from the ran-
dom hordes within Mrs. Burden’s haughty
chaperonage.

From here Charles Paine and Wallace Shep-
ard occasionally led her out to the dance or
the game; at the ramparts the man from next
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spirits, and was always
popular. Such was her imagination of
peopled world, that she felt it chiefly in-
teresting and profitable in being well stocked
with young men. In these she cared far more
for quantity than for quality, and as there
were a great many of the young men from
the office, and, in a certain sense, a great deal
to Brother Bill’s boys, she had a splendid time.
The party ended at a late hour; and when
Alice Fotheringay and Elsie Norris parted
(18]
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reluctantly from the major, he thanked them
for helping to make his evening a success.
They went home pleased, feeling that they
had pleased Major Porter, and that they had
done more delicately and generously than
Mrs. Burden and Margaret Alden.
Charles Paine, too, was pleased, feeling that
he, more than any one else at the party, had
impressed Margaret Alden.
The other sons of Major Porter’s friends also
went home pleased, feeling that they had been
rather uncommonly nice and sympathetic in
helping along the major’s festivities.
Brother Bill’s boys, the Sunday-school super-
intendent, and the men from the office all
were pleased, feeling that the major thought
them all, in their respective lines, bright, ris-
ing young men.
Mrs. Burden, still patient and cold, was
pleased, feeling that hers had been the most
dignified and superior attitude of the evening.
Margaret Alden was pleased, feeling the oc-
casion, in some sort,a proof that she had not
a trace of worldliness or frivolity in her
nature ; though no one could have said just
why her behavior at her uncle’s honest, demo-
cratic little dance should have given her this
impression,
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Major Porter locked up his dark house after
the music was still and all the candles out,
pleased with everything. He considered he
had certainly cheered up Margaret; he
thought how pleasant it had all been; how
lovely the young girls were, and how clever
and manly the young men; and he could not
help knowing that every one at the party liked
him, and thought him a fine fellow.

In this manner, every one managed, in some
sort, to shine. So in a world where it is to be
hoped everybody likes a little admiration, the
major’s party was perhaps a fair success.
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the most crowded
part of State Street
is a beautiful can-
dy-store.
It stands gay and
glittering in the
midst of all the
hurrying and ner-
vous anxiety of
shoppers and of
business men, and
it is just as gay and as glittering when the air
is richly yellow with damp soft-coal smoke,
when all the women’s skirts are drabbled,
and when everyone is either dragging de-
spondently or hurrying distractedly, as it is
when the walks look wide and clean, when
the air blows free and cool from the lake,
when the women have on white gloves, and
every one seems to be taking a pleasant
promenade.
It is decorated with pink and white stucco
and silver, like a birthday cake or a paper-
lace valentine; and it has a gleaming marble
floor and dazzling mirrors, plainly visible
£rom the outside through the broad, high win-
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fiest brown hair, the most fairy-like figure,
the whitest apron, and the pinkest shirt-
waist.

Her days she spent in smilingly tying u
boxes o}f"scandy,p:.lways hospitgb}l'yt{langdinp
out a piece to the customer before she close
the box; in tripping about with a tray of ice-
cream soda-water; in allowing children to
choose their purchases by tasting them; and
in tactfully guiding men, doubting over of-
ferings to young girls, into the judicious path
of mixed chocolates.

Her evenings and her holidays she spent in
the attendance of butchers’ and grocers’ pic-
nics at Ogden’s Grove; and of the Elks’, the
Foresters', and the firemen’s balls, masquer-
ades, and dancing-parties, at the numerous
and pressing invitations of the happy young
milkmen, floor-walkers, and firemen honored
with her acquaintance and favor.

She lived with a married sister, to whom she
gave almost all her wages, and of whose
crowded Irish flat she was the light and joy;
and justly, for she was so good that she used
to take numbers of her little nieces and
nephews with her when she went to walk in
the park with Mr. Murphy or Mr. Sullivan,
on Sundays.
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as Mr. Sullivan and Mr. O’'Mara sometimes
did.

Annie used to think with pleasure of his ar-
rival whenever she had a new hat, or a new
collar; and she felt an especial, even a pro-
prietary, interest when she heard the fire-bells
danging.

Indeed, on one of these occasions, she told a
certain sympathetic lady among the custom-
ers that she had a cousin—this seemed more
delicate—who was a fireman, and so, of
course, she was worried to death whenever
there was a fire.

This customer was an influential lady, a se-
rene, kind, rich person, regarded as almost in-
dispensable to civilization by many women
and girls. She was able to persuade them to
do almost anything, more, it must be ac-
knowledged, by the dignity of her presence
than by the power of her thought, which was
of the most soothing and casual nature, and
made no pretence of being convincing.

She used to come with her daughter’s chil-
dren, to buy candy for them ; and on these oc-
casions Annie would talk to her about her
nieces and nephews ; how her eldest niece had
hair reachin gelow her waist; how they were
all such perfect cut-ups ; how on April Fool’s
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on the heavy air the startling, hurrying cl

of a ﬁre-bc:‘l,l.y & e
People put their heads out of the windows;
they rushed from all sides; they looked
north, and south, and east, and west; they
peered up and down the cross streets: and
then they saw and heard, far down the street,
a rattling, glittering mass, the swept manes
and headlong gait of galloping horses; and
amidst smoke-clouds, and clanging, in a
furious whirl of brass and scarlet, a leviathan
fire-engine rolled past, reverberating. Two
more engines rumbled fiercely behind, like
chariots in a terrific chariot race, with enor-
mous plun‘ging horses, and helmeted firemen
straining forward on the front seats. Lit-
tle boys chased behind, through the stifling
clouds of dust, stumbling and whistling and
yelling in an ecstasy of excitement, and a
hurrying crowd walked and ran in their
wake.

In this crowd Annie and the children were
swept, just as they were always swept when
there was a fire in their neighborhood; but
this time with an especial enthusiasm, for
high up on the front of the jarring hook-
and-ladder wagon that closed the proces-
sion, they saw Mr. Murphy. What was more
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clinging together, apparently in a panic of
dumb and hopeless horror.
The engines were already playing, and the
steam from the jets of water drew a thicker
and thicker veil of white mist, occasionally
blown aside by a light and rising wind, be-
tween the clamoring people below and the
isolated girls above. The old woman pressed
her hands against her head. “ My Kitty ! My
Kitty ! ” she groaned monotonously over and
over again.
They heard the jarring of the hooks and lad-
ders through the chuffing steam and the mur-
muring crowd, and then in the blowing smoke
they saw two men set the top of the ladder
against the row of windows marking the floor
next below that where the girls were. They
could not put it higher, for the fire had curled
up around the sill above, and evidently the
smoke was becoming stifling there, for the
girls put their heads farther out of the win-
dow.
They could see Mr. Murphy’s long body hur-
rying up the ladder: he stood on the top rung
and steadied himself with one hand on a pro-
jecting rain-pipe. The girls began to speak
and to cling together then, and the old woman
stopped moaning. He held out his right arm.
[ 201 ]
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Kitty and her parent excitedly approaching
him, he longed more than for anything else
to be able to get out of their way.

But when he saw on the outskirts of the peo-
ple pressing around him Annie and the little
McGarrigles, laughing and crying, it occurred
to him with thrilling conviction that this in-
cident would give him a considerable pull
over Mr. O'Mara and Mr. Sullivan. His hope
was not vain.

“I'm afraid I won’t see you any more in the

candy-store,” Annie said to Mrs. La Grange
on the next day, over the counter.

Mrs. La Grange made a low, dignified sound,

expressive of regret and inquiry.

“T ain’t going to be here a%er the first of the

month,” continued Annie. “I'm going to be

married. I'll be real sorry not to see you so

often. I started to see you Saturday, but I

didn’t get there.”

#I'm glad you didn’t come,” said Mrs. La
Grange. It had, indeed, been the afternoon of
her paper at the club.

“ I got caught in that big fire. Did you see
about it in the newspapers 2 »

“Yes, indeed,” said Mrs. La Grange. It was
not a part of her Christian Science philosophy
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“It’s him I'm fomg marry, too,” said An-
::ge, glancing istraitly sbout the shop with
“He certal duetvutnbemade happy,”
said Mrs. I:% Annie, A
know how much I hopc you will be happy,
dear child.”
“Oh, I'm not afraid,” said Annie, with
humblc confidence. “He’s lots too good
for me.”
Meanwhile, two young girls, admirers of Mrs.
La Grange, had come up from the end of the
store.
“I've felt proud of being a Chicagoan ever
since yesterday,” said one.
“Yes, indeed,” said the other. They were re-
ferring to Mrs. La Grange’s paper.
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But Mrs. La Grange’s head was so full of fire
that she honestly misunderstood them; she was
absorbed in the sense of something finer, more
helpful toward progress than any paper she
hatf ever dreamed. “ Yes,” she answered, 1
don’t see how anything could be more in-
spiring than such a perfect and humble

courage.”
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EVERY ONE HIS OWN WAY

different as the poles: Judge Amos Parker
and Mr. Paul Haviland. Judge Parker, the
house-owner, an old settler, was a plain man,
the father of a large family.
His wife had died when the children were
little. His sons were gone into business in dis-
tant towns; and his daughters, combining
Eicty and flirtation in a neighboring church,
ad sported actively through their respective
courtships till they were all married and gone,
and their father was left alone with Edna, the
servant-girl, and Nick, her brother, who had
accompanied the family when they moved
from Indiana forty years ago
Judge Parker was a ponderous, calm, easy-
going man, of tremendous legal information,
with a long, white face, and almost no nerves.
He scarcely perceived the loneliness of his
remote house, and he did not miss his family
too sensitively, as when they were with him,
he had been only very slightly acquainted
with them.
His taste was not for men as individuals, but
in bulk. He loved the public and public life;
and he would have preferred almost any dis
comfort out-of-doors, or in a hall, to sitting in
a parlor through an evening.
The judge could not for an instant bear ex-
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clusive society; indeed, the only moment
when he experienced uneasiness was when
he was forced into the presence of a group of
people selected by a delicate social tact, in-
stead of by the rude hand of chance, or po-
litical organization; if he had no lecture, no
Republican rally, or G. A. R. mcctin‘g to at-
tend, he would go out and sit on the fence of
his grass-plot to smoke, and to talk to Nick
or to any casual loafer.

Paul Haviland, on the other hand, enjoyed
almost no society but that of his betrothed
mistress, Margaret Alden, and a literary
friend, Richard Elliott.

He read law for three winters, in the law-
office of Judge Parker’s former law firm. It
was during this time that he lived with the
judge, to avoid, he said, the grime and sordid-
ness of the city; and in the evenings, while
the judge was off with the public, in the grime
and the sordidness, he sat in the old Parker
house, and wrote long, introspective letters to
Margaret Alden, and composed verses called
“ Retrospect,”  * Circumstances,” or “If,”
which gave its name to his volume of col-
lected verse.
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IF

I¥ I had known—Bah—there it is!
What does it matter now ?

Yet this pressed spray of clematis,
Again reminds me how—

But never mind. It’s gone and past—
What does it matter—now ?

Had you but spoke—or I not stayed
There on the lawn with her

This clematis had been—I wis—

A different messenger.

Perhaps—Heigh ho ! The play is done—
And you in Peshawur.

If they had told me what was true,

Or I had eyes to see—

Ernest been gone—or it been you

There on the lawn with me—

Bah, what’s the odds ? Or Rose or Rue—
What is the odds to me?

Richard Elliott wrote a preface, almost en-

tirely of margins, for the book, commenting

favorably on the restraint, suggestiveness, and

perfect good-breeding of Mr. Haviland’s

lines; and Paul had great fun, in his own

way, in writing them, in the evenings; while
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the judge had great fun, in his own way, in
seconding motions and introducing speak-
ers, in long, heavy addresses, at political clubs.
It was a curious circumstance of Paul’s art,
that while he himself was of a very sensitive
and impressionable nature, the attitude he
chose to assume in his verse—one described
by Richard Elliott, in a magazine article, on
“Haviland and Indifferentism”—was exactly
Judﬁe Parker’s attitude ; and that gentleman
might have asked, with far more sincerity:

Bah—what’s the odds—or Rose or Rue—
What is the odds to me ?

In the spring of Paul Haviland’s stay at the
old Parker house, Margaret Alden came to
visit in Chicago; and at the time of her visit
she and her lover passed through a long pe-
riod of mental suffering.

Their trouble arose on the day of a heavy
spring rain; they were to have met at the
Art Institute, and Paul Haviland, supposing
that Margaret Alden would not keep her
tryst in the worst storm of the year, had not
kept his.

He was overwhelmed with contrition at his
mistake, when he visited her in the evening.
But when he said, “ It never occurred to me
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that you would be there,” and she replied,
“ Where thueisaquationlaluy:mdxe
thing,” he was wounded. He

and * Disillusionment.”
Meanwhile Margaret wrote in her diary:
- Fourteenth.

was here to-day, but not the Paul of yesterday.
i ingongb;tmm—jutwhtlmmyx

t
He has, ofmiled me, and can never be again
to me what he was before his inconsideration of to-
y-.
Do I really love him, when I cannot any longer
perfectly admire him ? Must question myself further
on this point.
It is true—I am disillusioned, but I feel it more
dignified, on the whole, to keep our relations as they
have always been. The world need not know.
This is not sincere, of course; and I am disturbed
and in doubt.”

Paul Haviland, too, was disturbed and in
doubt; and it was while he was in this mood
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that he went one morning to the law-office
and found with astonishment that a blow had
fallen on Judge Parker.

He had been responsible for a brother living
in Wisconsin, a bank cashier, who, after a
long probity, had absconded with the bank
funds, leaving behind enough debts to ruin
the judge.

The men in the office said that if such a
thing had to happen to some one, it might
as well happen to Judge Parker, as he never
took anything hard.

Paul felt the incident an instance of the in-
justice of life, already symbolized to him in
his own wrongs. He mentioned his friend’s
disaster to Margaret in the evening, consid-
ering it an episode in keeping with the melan-
choly tone of their meeting; but they touched
on it very lightly, being still far too occupied
with their own delicate but profound tempera-
mental and moral problems.

However, when Paul went home at night
and saw the judge sitting on the front steps,
with his hat on the back of his head, talking
to Nick as he had before his house was dis-
graced and his fortunes ruined, he felt among
his own trials a sense of sympathy for a fel-

low-sufferer.
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As he pased, he touched the judge's coat-
slecve lighdy, saul:denp‘myu but
his intention was

&wdx%ﬁﬁem“mm

mofmtz m“Well,
Paul, &’ you Brother Will?~

Paul stared at his plate, and then said deli-
utely. “In hfe,wecannotal':y-m

“Th:lt':he what the bank duem think,” re-
turne judge, jocosely. « u’saqueer
dnng, a uught'{ike thing. I knew a

that here—and, come to
tbmkofnt,hemembledmwmahtdc,
m”
This was the only allusion the judge made
to the matter. Everything in the old Parker
house remained as it was before Brother
Will’s lapse. The judge had never lived ex-
travagantly. He was not obliged to change
in any respect his domestic or social customs:
and, indeed, ten years afterward, when Mar-
garet and Paul ¥-laviland still remembered
with some resentment the wrongs of their
appointment at the Art Institute, the judge’s
ruin had been nearly forgotten by every one,
including himself.
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Ottilie Wolfgang was six-
teen years old and bloom-
ing with gayety and high
spirits, she lived with her

ther, her step-mother, and
a large family of step-broth-
ers and sisters in a gray ce-
ment house on La Salle

Avenue near the river. She
was the flower of her fam-
ily; so that when an aunt,
- living in Batavia, a large
manufacturing town of Mis-
sourl, asked that two of her
brother’s children be sent to
visit her, Ottilie was the first
selected for that pleasure.
‘Walter, the noisiest and thus
regarded as the brightest
among the little step-broth-
ers, accompanied her at the
special request of the aunt,
who had been charmed by
his lively habits of strutting
and squirming and of puff-
ing and tooting through his
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to her quickness and vigor this occupied only
a very little time; she longed to go out walk-
ing and seeing the sights of the pavement, but
her aunt was too fearful of kidnappers and
abductors to permit of this; she tried to read
«“ Nathan Der Weise,” the only sook in the
house ; but this was more of a task to her
than a pleasure, so she used to sit in the
summer-house with her book open in her lap
and watch the backs of the rows of houses
on the next street.
This street was much more pretentious than
the one where her aunt lived, and few of its
people seemed to stay in the backs of their
houses. One room, however, was frequented
in the morning by a thin, dark, young man
with a low collar and a puffing head of hair,
who used sometimes to sit in his window and
read excitedly and sometimes to practise on
the flute.
He had a piano; and occasionally he would
amuse himself by picking out popular airs on
its keys with one finger. _
When he did this, Ottilie always accompan-
ied him softly with her voice.
He spent some endeavor on “ Dée Lorele:.”
He did not know it all, and when he had
come to the end of his memory, he would
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gilt edges, and “ Dre Lorele:” printed in script
and signed at the bottom in a flowing Ger-
man hand, “ From Sigurd Bhaer.”
Ottilie came out of the summer-house, her
pink gingham rustling coolly in the silence of
the alley, her smooth yellow graids glancing in
thesunlight. She picked up the bouquet,smiled
radiantly at the young man, and went back
in to the summer-house and the singing.
After this she came regularly every morning.
A week had passed since the bouquet was
thrown, when one evening the postman
brought a letter.
This in itself was unusual, for the Wolfgangs
followed the habit of genius in writing only
under the sway of some excitement ; t%c let-
ter, however, was not from the Wolfgangs,
but an invitation from the Batavian Knights
of Revel.
It was round, with scrolled crimson edges;
when one unfolded its intricate creases,
through a labyrinth of silver and blue curtains
with many cords, and through a long proces-
sion of horsemen on abruptly curveting steeds,
one found on the banner carried by the last
knight of the rout an invitation from the King
of Commerce to his ball and his tilting tour-
nament in Batavia.
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cool snowy folds of the muslin frosted with
lace and insertion ; and with the sharp shading
edges of her leghorn hat, wreathed with bright
pink roses and blue cornflowers. She wished
that the donor of her bouquet might see her
in all her best and her freshest; perhaps he
would be at the tilting tournament; her heart
leaped high at the thought; and she sang
through the house all day.

When the afternoon of the tournament came
the aunt put on her heaviest mourning—she
always wore her mourning for best. Walter
was extremely dapper in a frilled shirt, a rich-
ly plaided tie, a cane, and a juvenile derby. As
fc})'r Ottilie, she looked like a blooming rose.
The aunt started them very early so that they
might have good seats, and indeed, in the tent
put up for the entertainment on the race-track
ground, they had places on the front row. In
the relief ensuing after her perilous passage of
the crowded corners and street crossings, the
aunt answered Walter’s questions about the
tilting with more than her ordinary coherence
and calm.

She said that young men dressed as knights
rode around the circuit carrying long poles.
As they trotted past they tried to catch on
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pole; and when he got six rings more than
any one else and was loudly applauded, she
could hardly lift her eyes for pride.

As he rode around the ring in the second turn
—for all the knights had three turns—he con-
tinually cast searching glances amang the au-
dience.

Walter waved his cane jubilantly in the air.
It arrested the young man’s attention, and his
glance fell on Ottilie. She was too confused
to smile, or even to meet his happy look of
admiration. She glanced radiantly away, and
when she could look back again, he had rid-
den past: but she was certain he had known
her.

He turned his pole nervously the second time,
and came off with only one more ring than he
had before. This put him behind two of the
other players; but the third time he aimed
well, and amid applause reached four more
than any one else.

The trumpet sounded for the end of the con-
test: the knights all rode around again past
the pole: and as the champion went by, the
King of Commerce handed him a wreath of
roses. The band played “ Hail to the Chief Who
2n Triumph Advances :” the audience cheered :
and there was a breathless pause.
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audience to a livery hack, waiting at the curb.

In the carriage the atmosphere became much

less charged. The young man talked of Bata-

via, and how attached to the place he had be-

come, though he had lived there only a few
ears.

e drove them to a little beer-garden, where

they sat at a green-painted table and ate
supper, and drank each other’s healths among
maple-trees and tubbed oleanders.
It grew dark early: the aunt went to sleep,
and Walter amused himself with some white
mice hanging in a cage from the beer-garden
lattice. Young men and girls began to come
in and order lemonade and foaming beer, and
promenade in the lamp-lit shade of the place,
casting occasional admiring glances at Otti-
lie and whispering how she was Queen of
the Revels. A harp and two violins in the
pavilion played “ The Beautiful Blue Danube”
waltz and Schubert’s “ Serenade ;” and Ottilie
and Sigurd were very happy.

On the next evening he went to the Wolf-
gang’s house. The aunt and Walter were
gone to bed; and Ottilie answered his ring
with a beating heart.

She put out her hand toward him, a little
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A ParaDoOX

VERY Sunday there used to come
to Mrs. Norris’s house, on Dearborn
Avenue, an acquaintance of her youth,
now an old family friend.
This lady had known Mrs. Norris slightly as
a bride in Detroit, and their connection had
continued more through Mrs. Norris’s hos-
pitable traditions and through Mrs. Holly’s
a{nenity than through any marked congeni-
ality.
Mrs. Holly was a stout lady with a pink face,
and a frank, innocent, false front of frizzly
brown hair, pointing down between her good-
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always stayed in the lifetime of her husband,
a cross, exacting little person; and here she
continued to stay after his death, in rooms
furnished with plush and cane chairs, a case
of stuffed birds, a red cushion for Ada, and a
piano of jangled strings and yellow keys. On
the walls hung romantic pictures, * Tke Sa:l-
or’s Return” and “ At the Stile,” draped with
satin scarfs or with silk bags pendent from
their upper corners.
Mrs. Holly always carried one of these silk
when she came up on Sundays. In it she
would bring dog-biscuit and sugar for Ada,
her carfare, and occasionally a paper novel.
“I brought up a good book for Harry,” she
would say. “ 1 know he’s s’ fond of reading.
Here 'tis, Harry ; I know you’ll like it. It’s the
prettiest story I’ve seen in a long time ”; and
she would bestow on the silent Henry “ #al-
ter Wingate's Sweetheart,” or “ Was He in Love
with His Wifeé”
Not only was the unfortunate young man
obliged to accept Mrs. Holly’s loans of fiction
with calm and to refrain from shooting Ada,
but also to tolerate his sister Elsie’s warm at-
tachment to the unworthy Mrs. Holly.
There was in the old lady something good
and simple that Elsie admired and liked.
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from Mrs. Holly’s large stores o;',faper nov-
els, “/Vas He in Love with His Wife?” and
“Lady Lindon’s Secret” Mrs. Holly played
“ The Battle of Waterloo” on the piano (gr Ker,
and sometimes she sang in a high, queer
voice, quite unlike her speaking voice, * Ro-
salie, the Prairie-flower,” “ Famie's on the Stormy
Sea,” and a glum song about “ Death has wed
the little beauty, Bella Brandon, and she
sleeps 'neath the old arbor-tree.”
Often Mrs. Holly would take Elsie down-
town to assist in shopping and to give her
soda water. And for these trips the hostess
would make a long preparation. She would
fill her bag with lists and tie a heavy, black
wool veil around the edge of her bonnet. El-
sie was always afraid she would thoughtlessly
ull it down over her eyes and be totally
linded to the outer world. Then she would,
after ten minutes’ twisting and investigation,
manage to put some change for carfare into a
small brown Mexican puzzle-purse. Nothing
so very harmless in appearance ever excited
a more passionate hatred than did this inno-
cent puzzle-purse on the street-car lines of
Chicago. Mrs. Holly would sometimes pull
every one of its thirty little brown flaps before
she found the right one. The conductor, pa-
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The conductor would hastily ring the bell,
while Elsie would hurriedly remark, “No,
no; you don’t want to get off for blocks yet,
not till we get around the curve.”
* “ Why, yes, I remember now. Never mind,
sir; but thank you—thank you just as much,”
she would say, nodding and smiling reassur-
ingly at the bewildered conductor.
It was in order to guide Mrs. Holly down-
town on one of her flurried trips that Elsie
went one afternoon to “ The Wilson House.”
There was a mild drizzle of rain, and Mrs.
Holly said they would better not go *into
the city ” that day. “ We'll just have a nice
little visit here. I'm s’ scared of the thunder-
storms and cyclones. How’s your mother,
dear?”
“Very well, thanks, Mrs. Holly.”
“ Well, that’s nice. Sh’ notices it s’ much
when she’s pulled down. Now, I'm s’ full
of mischief, y’ know, it sort of keeps me
up.”
Nll)rs. Holly smiled her guileless, almost cher-
ubic, smile.
“] s’pose, now, you want me t play you
*The l;’atz‘le of Wz'zterloo.’ I never any s?xch
a girl. Well—I don’t know if I will ¢
day.”

[ 2391






A PARADOX

thetic, s’ggestin’ they was s’ confident, you
know—an’ yet goin’ t’ be beaten.”

This flight of sympathetic fancy, inspired by
the ludicrous and wooden commonplace of
“ The Battle of Waterlon,” somewhat inter-
ested Elsie in Mr. Allerton; further, Mrs.
Holly spoke of him with a touch of con-
sciousness that she was mentioning someone
rather unusual. So that Elsie asked, “ Did
Mr. Allerton live here 2 ”

“No, my dear. He came from Georgia, and
he was in Detroit when we were there, before
I was married—Why, I guess a better man
than Mr. Allerton never lived. Yes, he was
a good friend to me. I wish you could have
seen him, my dear. I neverspeak much about
him; but I often think about him; he was
such a good man.” Mrs. Holly went to the
table and opened an album to a picture Elsie
had often noticed before from its faint like-
ness to the pictures of Poe.

“There he is,” she said. “It’s a good picture
too. I'm s’ glad t' have it.”

The picture, an old card photograph, showed
the head and the shoulders of a young man
in military dress, plainly a gentleman, and
plainly a Southerner. He had a good mouth,
a very fine, high brow—it was in this the
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anyone else take care of her. So he never
did. He couldn’t ever have married, at any
rate. But you can imagine what a terrible,
terrible burden; an’ he was so devoted to
that mother and brother—not that they was
very much, I thought, when they was all
right. But it was just he had such a splendid
feeling for his family.”

“Did he do anything besides take care of the
mother and brother ¢ ”

“Yes. He made indexes or something for
an insurance office—something he could do
at home. My dear, he couldn’t leave that
poor, crazy, old Mrs. Allerton for a min-
ute—or for more than an hour—possibly, at
a time. My brother was in the insurance
office that he worked for. That was how I
knew him.”

Mrs. Holly paused. The dignity and unac-
customed quiet and seriousness of her man-
ner, as she spoke of her old acquaintance,
had before been noticeable to Elsie, and
she looked up at her friend with a little sur-

rise.

gMy dear, maybe you can hardly believe it,
when I’'m so different from him. Of course, I
know that—and looking different now, too,
from when I was twenty. But—he loved me.

[ 243 ]






A PARADOX

have the mother and brother taken care of.
He was so afraid he would have to leave them
a burden to someone—but he didn’t. I was so
glad of that. Because that had been really a
trouble to him.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, I wish you could have seen him. He
enjoyed lots of things; and he liked poetry so
much. Sometimes he’d read it aloud to me,
and I couldn’t understand a word he read.
But he would be—I don’t know—he would
think it was so splendid, it would make me
nearly cry to hear him.”

They sat for a while in silence. The rain had
stopped; the six o’clock whistles were blow-
ing and sounding through the city, and Elsie
knew she must go. She and Mrs. Holly
parted with tenderness and understanding,
and she walked home with the photograph of
Mr. Allerton still in her mind.

Plainly, whatever else he had been or had not
been, he was capable of a love profound and
perfect. It pleased her to believe in so fine a

thing.

On the next Sunday when Mrs. Holly came
to the Norris’s house, it seemed to Elsie her
familiar customs and personality were still
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vaguely hallowed with the dignity of the feel-
ing she had once inspired; and yet, after all,
how remarkable that Mrs. Holly, her friend of
“The Wilson House” and the Mexican

puzzle-purse, should have been the heroine of
a genuine romance.
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Daffydowndilly came up to town
In a yellow petticoat and a green gown.

Peru, ILL., Sept. 16, 1898.

EAR SISTER:
Yours of last
month received,
and was glad to
hear such good news of your
family. Your boys must indeed
be a great comfort to you, and
I often feel that we are both
greatly blessed in our sons.
How I should love to see your
rubber-plant, now it has grown
as high as you write.
This month have been putting
up fruit. Last week made ten
cans tomato catsup, twenty crab
jelly, sixteen preserved necta-
rines, eighteen brandied peach,
and just now am tufting three
comforts for son Ezra’s room,
as it is always so cold there
during winter weather. So you
see I have my hands full.
How is your silk quilt getting
on? I enclose some pieces. Sis-

[ 249 ]






DAFFYDOWNDILLY

“ Well, who can go down to meet them 2”
“To-day is certainly what Aunt Julia
chooses to call Sat. Sept. sixteen,” replied
Tom.
“ Well—I can’t go,” said Mrs. Porter, not re-
rding his remark, “and I don’t want your
ather to know anything about it. He isn’t
over-well, and if he knew, he’d be trapezing
around the Exposition building the whole
afternoon.”
“ Why don’t yoz go, Tom ?” asked his sister,
Mrs. Burden. “ Margaret Alden and Mr. Hav-
iland are going to be there this afternoon
looking at the pictures. You could see her
as well; and it really would be an advan-
tage to you just to hear her and Mr. Havi-
land talking about the pictures. They know
so much about art and culture of every
kind.”
Tom gazed at his coffee with an almost hag-
gard expression. After Mrs. Burden had left
the room, he said: “I can get off this after-
noon, and if that’s the time Cousin Ezra and
his young ladies intend to gather by the river,
I'll go. But one cousin and swain an afternoon
are plenty for me. As for Margaret and her
knowledge of the arts, I guess the Peruvians
is the easiest job.”
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lanky figures of Brother Bill’s boys, and be-
side them several smiling young gentlemen
in white duck trousers and sailor hats, evi-
dently young business men and clerks of
Peru.

A young girl, with short dark hair and a polo
cap, he identified as Miss Juanita Pedros;
and all seemed to be centred about some un-
seen pivot, doubtless the pleasant young lady
visiting from the convent, who apparently,
from the attention bestowed upon her, was
some country-town belle.

Just as Tom’s eye was caught by this group,
he was loudly and sportively addressed by a
lifted umbrella and “ Hi!” from Cousin Ezra.
A young business man hastened politely
toward him to attract his attention, and Miss
Juanita and all faced him with smiling friend-
liness.

Tom approached modestly; was greeted by
his cousins and presented to Miss Juanita,
to the country-town belle, Miss Fanny Col-
ton, who was sitting behind her hostess, and
to the Peruvians.

Fanny Colton was a small, round, brown girl,
with an extremely flirtatious, drooping glance.
She wore rather dowdy clothes—a white mus-
lin waist, sprinkled with college pins from
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Company’s exhibit. Tom, it is true, was not
sufficiently adaptable to be able to join in the
repartee and badinage with success, but he
laughed at all the jokes, and his behavior
seemed to be entirely satisfactory to Fanny
Colton and her train.

On his own side, it is perhaps not too much
to say that Tom jubilantly joined Fanny
Colton’s following. Her pretty brown color-
ing, her shining glance, her perfect social
confidence—one he had never seen excelled
—even her gay, careless clothes and her
dowdy little blue hat, cast upon Tom an
allurement somewhat akin to that felt by
the devoted young gentlemen of Peru and
Centreville.

Fanny Colton was indeed admired of almost
everyone under thirty years of age in Henne-
pin County. She lived in Centreville with an
uncle and aunt in vacations, and was sup-
ported there and educated at the Convent of
Saint Theresa by her brother, a good and
prosperous young man, who kept a large
country hotel in Centreville. At the age of
sixteen she had already received four offers
of marriage. All her conversation with her
friends at the convent and with Juanita Pe-
dros was either a description of their scene,’
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my reasons just now, but some day you will
thank me for deciding like this.

“ He said, ¢« Well, it isn’t my notion of a fa-
vor.” You know he’s awfully satirical and bit-
ter lately. I hope no one will notice it.”
When Fanny Colton was not taking part in
such scenes in reality, she was taking part in
them in thought and in day-dreams: she
was always counting nine stars for nine
nights, wishing on spotted horses and loads
of hay, dreaming on wedding-cake, or pull-
ing petals from clovers; and scarcely a day
passed but some natural portent indicated her
approaching marriage, sometimes with Har-
ry Parker or Fred Hubbard, sometimes with
some young gentleman in Hennepin County,
from Centreville, or the neighborhood of the
Convent of Saint Theresa.

She was surrounded by county attentions of
every description—flowers, candy, army-but-
tons, and college-banners; she received a
heavy correspondence from Ann Arbor and
the State University; and her life was one
long round of philopena presents, exchang-
ing photographs, soda water, and buggy rid-

ing.
All this glimmered vaguely to Tom in Fan-
ny Colton’s tilted hat, her veiled, sparkling
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Cousin Ezra and Tom clumsily carried the
pieces; upstairs, a man engraved Miss Fan-
ny’s and Miss Juanita’s names on little red
s, inside wreathes of grapes; the young
ﬁdies had their tin-types taken seated on a
rock of very hoary moss; they were fitted
with shell bracelets; they lingered, fascinated,
almost mesmerized, by a candy-puller dream-
ily whopping a long rope of shimmering, yel-
low molasses over an iron hook, and the
whole afternoon was apparently a long haze
of accustomed delight to Miss Fanny, up to
the last moment, when they drank orange
cider at the south end of the building, and
started for the train.
Tom accompanied them, and remained until
the conductor shouted “ All aboard.”
As he left the car he saw Miss Fanny leaning
her head back against the car-seat, a little
tired, apparently, from the long day, her hat
slanted xlrthcr than ever over her mirthful
eyes and drooping lashes. A sheaf of roses,
bought by one of the Peruvians on the way
to the train, was standing beside her in a
large pink bush of soft colors, and wafting
fragrance ; her lap and the car-seat were filled
with baskets of peaches and Delaware grapes,
with parched corn and pecans, shell bracelets,
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and other trophies of the day. Behind her in
the car-aisle was a vague blur of Peruvians,
Brother Bill’s boys, and Mr. Ziegler. He had
suddenly decided to go as far as Blue Island,
and Tom saw him struggling to raise Miss
Fanny’s window, as the train whizzed them
out of sight.

The next morning at breakfast Mrs. Burden
remarked :

“Couldn’t you get away from Ezra long
enough to see a little of Margaret and Mr.
Haviland yesterday, poor boy %”

“It would have been perfectly impossible,
said Tom.

“ Ezra and the other boys are just as good as
gold,” said Mrs. Porter, “ but sometimes they
are so wearing. Did you have a horrid time,
Tom 2~

“ Well,” said Tom, *“it might have been
worse.”

”
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WO young
women started
out one Septem-

ber morning on
a wheel-ride from Chicago
to Fort Sheridan.
The wind was behind
them; there was nc sun;
and the road was good all
along the bare Lake Shore,
the white Sheridan Drive,
and out through the coun-
try up to Evanston.
They had eaten a lunch
of bread and butter and
sweet chocolate, had rid-
den through the town’s
pleasant streets, and were
- among the scattering frame
houses of its outskirts,
when a shaking beginner
in a long skirt approached
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grape-arbor, and a sign, “ The Wheelman’s
Rest.”

As she went up the steps of the latticed pi-
azza Elsie saw two women, both rather pretty,
with heavy bangs, sitting on the porch indo-
lently rocking. Both wore loose cambric wrap-
pers, and one of them was reading a paper
novel.

To these she advanced, told them what had
happened, and asked for the nearest doctor,
while they shook their heads sympathetically,
saying, “Pshaw!” and ¢ Ain’t that aw-
ful 2”

The elder woman went at once to the door
and called “ Doctor, doctor ! ” and a short, mid-
dle-aged man in bicycle-trousers came into
the doorway. When Ke, too, had heard what
had happened, he went into the house, re-
turned with a bicycle-cap and a medicine-case,
frowned professionally, and started down the
road with Elsie and the Mother-Hubbard-
wrapper women, who continued shaking their
heads, biting their lips, and clicking their
tongues in motherly disapproval of careless
bicycle-riders.

They, “ Doctor,” and Elsie carried Mrs. Shep-
ard to “ The Wheelman’s Rest.” It seemed
her sprain was very slight. They took her up-
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tionately at her aunt and graciously at Elsie.
Presently she remarked :

“ Why don’t you get off your clothes, dear,
and get into something loose and cool, and
have a nice little nap? 1 always do when I
come in from riding. I kin lend you a wrap-

”

er.

gdrs. Wackermann added, * Better have a

lemon fizz before you g’'wup.”

“ Girls, that woul! be the very thing, would-

n'tit?” replied Mrs. O’Brien, enthusiastically.

As Mrs. Wackermann floated airily into the

house, she continued to Elsie:

“ Ham Kinney says it'’s the most refreshing

thing you kin take on the road.”

“Can you get it anywhere 2 ” asked Elsie.

“ Anywhere where they know anything. It’s

just splendid. Everyone drinks it but Ol. He

won’t touch it. But then he never takes a

drop of anything when he’s riding. He’s off

now, on the six-man tandem tour. I suppose

you've heard about it. I'm expecting a tele-
m every minute. The boys ought to reach

St. Paul to-night.”

Elsie felt herself vaguely and mysteriously

awed by O], his abstemiousness, and his six-

man tandem tour; indeed, she was impressed

by all Mrs. O’Brien said and did.
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eyes, streaked the walls. A wheel with its tires
flat, its handle-bar twisted, and its wheel-
spokes broken, had been gilded, and hung
om broad pink ribbons at one side of the
room, and an enormous, richly framed photo-
gravure over the mantel presented a small,
thin young man stooping over the handle-
bars of a bicycle, his eager face and intent
eyes looming forward.
“ That’s Ol,” observed Mrs. O’Brien. * That
was my wedding present from the Turtle-
back Club—that is, they had it enlarged.
That picture was taken just before he went
into the six-day bicycle-race. I suppose you
don’t know him, hearing me call him Ol
His name really is Olson O’Brien, of course.
But probably you’d know him by the name
of Bike O’Brien.” :
Elsie had a vague recollection of seeing the
name of Bike O’Brien in sporting columns
in the newspapers.
“Your husband 2 ” she asked, with admira-
tion.
“Yes—he’s my husband,” replied Mrs.
O’Brien, with quiet pride. “ I'll show you my
album, after you get your nap,” she con-
tinued. “ Most of his best pictures are in
that”
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just torture. He looked like a dead man, af-
ter it. But—my! In a week he was all right
n.”
“ When will he get back from this trip 2”
“ Well—I can’t tell. I'm expecting a tele-
gram any minute. That trif ain’t much. But
some of the tandem manufacturers, they pay
him well for it. The boys’ll make it about as
quick as they can. Ol does the steerin’, an’
he has all the responsibility, of course.”
“Does he mind that 2~
“0l? He doesn’t mind anything. When he
wants to do anything, you know, he just goes
ahead and does it. You ought to have seen
him after that fall he had, in the 'ninety-eight
road-race. He was going a mile in about one-
forty, and a stone pitched him. Well—you
can see the wheel—that’s it hanging up there.
So you can imagine what Ol—No one but
him would have got over that. They’d have
been pretty nervous, I guess, after it. He had
brain fever; and the doctor said he never
would have pulled through, if it hadn’t been
for his grit. I'll tell you all about it after you
get your nap, dear.”
Elsie kept looking around the room at the
different and many trophies of Bike O’Brien’s
address and determination, at photographs of
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place, up here, I suppose,” said that lady, re-
signedly.

“I'll go down and tell them just what to
have, and bring it up myself,” proffered Elsie,
nimbly. She had hoped to dine with “Doc-
tor,” Auntie, Mrs. O’Brien, and possibly even
Mr. Ham Kinney, the crack amateur. But
evidently there was no decent chance of this.
At least, while she was waiting for the tray,
she might catch some glimpse of Ol’s dis-
ciple.

She was not disappointed. As she was sitting
on the piazza, rocking with Auntie and
Mrs. O’Brien, while dinner was preparing,
there appeared down the road a black speck
whizzing swiftly toward them. Glittering
spokes and whirling blue and red bicycle
stockings were distinguishable ; a blue sweat-
er prone over the bicycle-frame, a face with
intent eyes and chin thrust forward, and a
white bicycle-cap with a slanted visor fronted
the whirl. It shot up the path of “The
Wheelman’s Rest,” and a lumbering, dark
boy of about nineteen jumped off, balanced
his wheel handily against a brick, and calling
out,

“Heard from Bike 2” came up, taking a cap
from a flopping shock of black hair.
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ment a servant appeared in the door with the
tray and Elsie was obliged to take it and go.
Supper passed, with Mrs. Shepard at once no-
bly resigned and uncontrollably sickened by
the general inferiority of “ The Wheelman’s
Rest,” and after it was over, Elsie, unable lon-
§er to tear herself from the society of her new-
ound acquaintances, said foxily :
¢ Dorothy, do you know, I think perhaps I
ought to go back and sit on that porch. I
could see Henry and Mr. Shepard if they
passed, and I’'m so afraid they can’t find the
house. It was quite hard giving all the direc-
tions in a telegram and, you know, of course
it hasn’t any number.”
« Elsie, it’s awfully good of you to go and sit
on that dusty little porch. But heavens, it
would be terrible if they missed us and we
had to stay much longer in this little hole.”
Elsie hastened back. No one was on the porch.
Hearing some one whistling * On the Banks
of the Wabask” in the arbor, she concluded
that Ham Kinney must be giving his wheel
a good going over there, and she found her
own bicycle and Dorothy’s and trundled them
down the path.
Inside the grape-arbor, sitting on one of its
dusty benches, Ham Kinney was wiping a
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thing else. He can make up more tricks and
go into more new deals.”
“ His wife told me about that six-day race.”
“Did she ? Why you know what he went
into that for, don’t you 2”
[ NO.”
“To earn enough to be married on.”
“ Have they been married long 2”
“ About two years. They’re mighty nice peo-
ple. Don’t put on any airs at all, with all this
new reputation. I've always known Ol He’s
always been just the same. I knew him down
on Blue Island Avenue, when we was boys.
He used to ride a high wheel there when he
was a little shaver. Ever seen him 2”
[ No-”
““«He’s a little, skinny, freckly fellow. His
face shows his grit, though.”
“ Was he always so daring 2”
“ Bike don’t know what fear is. I've seen him
ride a five-inch hand-rail on a bridge eighty-
four feet high over the Illinois River, down to
La Salle. He never done anything like it be-
fore. I tell you it made me half crazy to see
him start across. When he got over on my
side he drank off a glass ogwatcr——and his
hand didn’t even shake.”
“ He can’t be human.”
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could not see the road through the gas-lit foli-
age of the little arbor, started back to the
house.

“I'll bring you the wheels when I get them
fixed up,” he said. “ You won’t want them
till to-morrow, will you 2”

“I don’t know when we’re going. I expect
my friends now every minute along the road.”
“ If you’re interested in riding you ought to
get some of your gentlemen friends to bring
you around to the Turtle-back Club some
time. I’m almost always there. I'd be pleased
to see them any day. I'll see you again before
you go, though.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Elsie, and she went up the
walk. As she moved along it, staring at the
little yard and the white planks of the house,
and thinking of Ham Kinney’s and Bike
O’Brien’s lives of trading on their nerves, she
saw standing on the steps, with their hats in
their hands, two familiar, well-dressed figures.
That was surely Henry’s dark-blue coat and
surely Wallace Shepard’s admirable physique
beside him.

Henry came toward her.

“ You poor child,” he exclaimed.

“ Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Shepard. “I left the
office early ; and the boy brought the telegram
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swered ; and she then noticed in the window
a placard advertising the house for rent.
She sat for a while on the porch and thought
that if she were a wealthy and independent
woman she would come to board at “The
Wheelman’s Rest,” and have no wardrobe
but bicycle-clothes and dressing-sacks; she
would sit and rock all day on the piazza ina
cool, cambric wrapper, drinking lemon fizz
through a straw, and reading paper novels,
while Bike O’Brien’s bold career loomed
grandly in the distance and Ham Kinney was
sufficiently near to pump up wheels and re-
ceive a little admiring sympathy.
That night she saw in the paper that Bike
O’Brien and Ham Kinney, the trick-rider,
were gone to a meet in England. Probably
Auntie and Mrs. O’Brien had gone with them.
However that might be, Elsie looked for their
names and for all news of her kindly chance
acquaintances after that mention in vain.
Often she wondered what new deal Ol had
gone into next, and whether Ham Kinney, in
a crazy and genuine courage, were hanging
haggardly over some abyss.
But she never saw him nor any of them again;
and though she asked for it in several drug-
stores, she never again even tasted lemon fizz.
[ 281 ]
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RITZIE GROSS
was a good-nat-
ured, blustering,
Koung Jewish

achelor, living in

a boarding-house
on Lincoln Ave-
nue when he was
not on the road.
He was a travel-
ling salesman for

Fred Einstein’s clothing-house, a blond, rud-
dy German Jew, rather small, and unweary-
ing in practical jokes.

Mrs. Einstein and her sister said he was
just as full of fun as he could be, and they
not only laughed at his jokes, but believed in
his stories.

These were always various instances of his
own courage ; their scene an office or a rail-
way car; their circumstance the offer to the
spirited Fritzie of some distasteful statement
made by another man; their event the cow-
ing and rout of the other man, in such terms
as, “*I'll pitch you downstairs if I hear some
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To Selma and Becky, Fritzie Gross liked to
bring presents of Roman sashes, and gauze
fans, and jewelled buckles; he liked to take
them downtown, to sit at little tables in
sparkling candy-stores, and drink soda-water,
and eat pink-and-white ice-cream.

But, especially, he liked to take them to the
Wednesday matinee. It was delightful to him
to sit in the lighted theatre, with the gay
music of comic opera sounding in some
familiar overture, and Selma and Becky,
blooming and happy, on either side, in light -
summer silks, holding flowering leghorn hats
in their laps.

In the winter he would take them sleigh-
riding and skating. As soon as the ice was
frozen over in the park, he and Selma and
Becky would start out with skate-bags, late
in the afternoon, after school was over.
Before they could reach it the North Pond
would be covered with skaters—little boys
plunging madly, young girls gracefully dip-
ping and whirling, men swooping and strid-
ing, swinging skirts, bright-tipped hats, and
caps, dark coats, and jackets darting and fly-
ing under the blue winter sky, among the
brown-and-white slopes, and the pillaring
black tree-trunks of the cold park.

[ 287 ]






THE BRAVE TIN SOLDIER

Uncle Fritzie, very lively and noisy, started
out one afternoon to skate on the lake.

It was a fine, cold day. Across the bare gratK
paths and roads of the park, glittering wi
little white pockets of snow and blue splin-
ters of ice, they walked out to the shore—
and there their afternoon spread before them.
The sky was blue and dazzling with stream-
ing winter sunlight. In its unfathomable
heights hung and floated snowy masses of
toppling cloud, and underneath, the ice-clad
lake repeated in the colors of its calm scope
the white and azure splendor of the heavens.
Up to the horizon the veiled waters spread
cold and vast ; and north and south they met
the city’s smoke-hung shores in hoary, sweep-
ing line.

A little breeze blew from the land; the air
was cold as water in one’s mouth, and it
seemed -to the children they could hardly
wait to strap their skates, and be off, flying
over the frozen surface; they seized each
other's hands, and shouted as they darted
along the curve of the little sandy beach of
their start, and out toward where a few other
people were whizzing, black specks against
the white plain.

They skated on and on; the fresh wind
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too strong. He turned a questioning little
face to them as his skate-runner slid over
the verge—and he was gone.

A woman in the crowd began to wring her
hands and groan. Men and boys glanced
nervously at each other and the water, and
they all with one accord moved nearer to it.
Meanwhile Uncle Fritzie had unbuckled his
skates and thrown off his coat; his ruddy face
had turned white. He ran along the ice to
where the little boy had fallen, his high
shoulders twitching, his purple tippet floating
behind.

Here he turned, half facing the crowd, raised
his chin proudly, and waved a reassuring
hand to Selma and Becky. Everybody shouted
—and he dived.

Whether he reached the little boy; whether
some undertow held them down; whether
they came up under the ice, no one ever
knew. In the sight of the watchers they did
not come to the surface again.

It was a comfort to the little boy’s mother
to see the Einsteins and weep with them in
their bereavement. Fritzie Gross had no near
relations; but remote kindred were proud to
mourn him.

THE END
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